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Part One: Entheta 


I sat with my mother and father at the dinner table, 
Sunday, the 28th of December, 1997, as "60 Minutes" 
aired on the living-room television. I overheard the words 
"Church of Scientology," and though I knew very little 
about Scientology, I had heard the name mentioned 
several times, and thought the story sounded rather 
interesting. I had only heard of Scientology in the context 
of its Hollywood connections (John Travolta, Tom 
Cruise, et. al.), yet I had a definite negative opinion of the 
organization. 


A few months before, during a short visit to Washington, 
DC, a friend had wanted to tour Scientology's 
Washington, DC organization, housed in the Frazer Mansion, which my friend recalled was a 
beautiful building inside. I had stopped him and told him, basically, that Scientology was a "weird 
cult" and that they would try to recruit us. 


Perhaps that recent visit to a Scientology building was the reason the "60 Minutes" special 
interested me so greatly, or perhaps just the story being reported on--a powerful, wealthy and 
litigious cult taking over a small cult awareness group through harassment and lawsuits. The Cult 
Awareness Network, or CAN, had been one of the most respected sources for information on cults 
and new religions in the U.S. It operated a telephone hotline for concerned family and friends of 
cultists, held conferences, and existed as a volunteer, grassroots group, with staffers committed to 
the cause of cult awareness, many being relatives of members or former members of cults, or ex- 
members themselves. CAN operated from a small office in Chicago, and worked as a clearinghouse 
for information on all sorts of groups. 


One of those groups was none other than the Church of Scientology. CAN never hesitated to speak 
out against Scientology--in fact, its executive director, Cynthia Kisser, stated that "Scientology is 
quite likely the most ruthless, the most classically terroristic, the most litigious and the most 
lucrative cult this country has ever seen. No cult extracts more money from its members." 


CAN spoke out without fear, and Scientology responded, its money machine producing a concerted 
effort to destroy CAN. Scientology's "Fair Game" policy was exposed on the show--anyone or any 
group considered an enemy of Scientology was to be "sued, tricked, lied to or destroyed." And in 
Scientology's eyes, anyone who dared criticize them was an "enemy," and was indeed "fair game." 


"60 Minutes" revealed the concerted Scientology effort to destroy CAN, emanating from 
Scientology's Office of Special Affairs (OSA--Scientology's intelligence agency), which included a 
special "CAN Unit" set up with one purpose--to destroy CAN. OSA and its CAN Unit orchestrated 
a massive scheme to tear the organization down, through hate literature, protests outside CAN 
conferences, private investigators and infiltration. Soon, Scientologists from across the country 
began submitting identical applications to become CAN members--one even accidentally enclosing 
an original with the notation "Model Letter" at its head. CAN recognized it as an attempt to seize 
control of the organization and denied the Scientologists membership. 


In what had certainly been Scientology's intent all along, CAN was sued in approximately 40 
separate cases nationwide for "religious discrimination." Although CAN won the great majority of 
these lawsuits, its finances were severely strained by the sudden need for legal defense teams to go 
up against Scientology's large stable of lawyers. CAN leaders were singled out for "noisy 
investigations" and accusations--Cynthia Kisser was accused of being a topless dancer, for example. 
Scientology lawyer Kendrick Moxon admitted on the program that this was unlikely, yet proceeded 
to make the same allegation later in the segment. Ex-Scientologists and private investigators hired 
by Scientology detailed the concerted effort to destroy CAN, and yet Moxon continued to deny 
there was any conspiracy--he attempted to convince the audience that everything that had happened 
was merely coincidental. 


Scientology's death blow against CAN was struck in the person of Jason Scott, a young member of 
a church his mother considered a cult. His mother had hired a team of exit counselors and 
deprogrammers to talk to Jason to convince him to leave the group, of which she herself was a 
former member. Jason refused and left in a taxi from the restaurant where he met his mother and the 
deprogrammers. Moxon offered legal representation to Jason to go after CAN, which they claimed 
referred the mother to deprogrammers. While CAN made referrals to exit counselors, who sit down 
with cult members in a voluntary environment, it had a policy against referring people to "forcible 
deprogrammers," who would kidnap a cult member and take him to a location such as a motel room 
to discuss the cult with him, in the interest of getting him to leave. One CAN staffer may have 
referred Jason's mother to a deprogrammer, yet the Scott case was backed up by perjured testimony 
from the likes of Mark Blocksom, a former deprogrammer who has admitted lying when he claimed 
to receive referrals from CAN. Blocksom, at the time addicted to drugs, lied for Scientology in 
return for a promise of money, money which never materialized. And indeed the Scott case was 
Scientology's case, with Jason's lawsuit backed up by Scientology's formidable finances and legal 
team. Jason Scott won a judgment against CAN--a judgment CAN could never pay. CAN was 
forced into bankruptcy court, where its name, logo and trademarks were purchased by a 
Scientologist for $20,000. 


The report further detailed how, when concerned parents called the so-called "New CAN" today, 
they would be told to accept their child's membership in whichever "new religious movement" their 
child had joined despite cult groups' reputation for anything from mind control to extortion to 


prostitution. And the voice on the other end of the line would be that of a Scientologist--when "60 
Minutes" visited the New CAN offices, despite its claims of being unaffilliated with Scientology, 
every staff member was also a member of the Church of Scientology. 


Overall, it was a fascinating and frightening report. I was immediately interested in the Church of 
Scientology, and went that night to the library, looking for critical information about Scientology. I 
found Jon Atack's book, A Piece of Blue Sky, and checked it out. I found critical voices on the 
Internet, such as the newsgroup alt.religion.scientology, and web pages like FACTNet and 
Operation Clambake. I heard the names of leading critics of Scientology--such as Arnie Lerma, 
Dennis Erlich, Rod Keller, Deana Holmes...and yet, I still fell for Scientology. 


At the bookstore, after finishing, and being further horrified by, A Piece of Blue Sky, looking for 
more critical information on Scientology, I found a book by Bent Corydon about Scientology and 
its founder, L Ron Hubbard: Messiah or Madman? I purchased the book, and also spotted a book 
published by Scientology itself, entitled What is Scientology? Although I was at first dismissive of 
the book, I decided to purchase it as well--after all, I wanted to hear all sides. And I would never fall 
for it, or so I thought. That night, I stayed up nearly the entire night reading not the critical book, 
but What is Scientology?, and I began to wonder if critics really were telling the truth...or if 
Scientology was a good organization, devoted to spiritual freedom, truth, ethics and a drug-free 
lifestyle. It wasn't difficult for me to dismiss the "60 Minutes" piece--through my leftist political 
activity, I had long believed the media to be biased. I resolved to find out the truth--and planned the 
next day to visit the Church of Scientology in Philadelphia, straight across the Delaware River from 
my New Jersey hometown. I would give the Scientologists a chance--at worst it would be an 
adventure, an interesting story to tell, and I would leave and not return. 


Part Two: Becoming a Scientologist 


I first visited the Philadelphia Org (short for "organization" 
in Scientologese) January 6, 1998. Coming to the Org for 
the first time was somewhat of a surreal experience--like 
entering another whole world, where everyone spoke a 
different language and had different customs and structures 
and leaders--and above all, L. Ron Hubbard--Source. Upon 
entering the Org for the first time, I was struck by its 
blandness; an average two-story small city building with 
yellow trim, green doors, and a large, seemingly handmade 
electric sign reading "Church of Scientology of Penna." 
followed by the eight-point Scientology cross. 


When opening the door, I found myself soon chatting with a tall, young, eager and unremittingly 
cheerful receptionist, Dave Santiago. Dave directed me to fill out a yellow card reading "Welcome! 
to the Church of Scientology..." with spaces for my name, address, phone number, and other such 
information. As I was later to discover, those cards formed a great deal of the Org's large mailing 
list. I completed the card and looked around the Org rather nervously, talking with Dave, who said 
he needed to call his "boss" to come meet me. His boss turned out to be Bonnie DiMartino, a warm, 
friendly and almost motherly lady, who showed me around the Org, at least the Division 6 (public 


or introductory) courseroom, the Academy of Scientology upstairs (for more advanced studies), and 
her office. 


While in the Academy, the Course Supervisor, Edward (who turned out to be Bonnie's son), gave 
me anE-meter "pinch test." I held the meter cans as Edward pinched my arm and observed the meter 
read, then thought about the pinch and watched the identical movement of the needle on the meter 
dial. I thought the meter a little odd, but it did seem to work. Looking around the Academy, I saw 
two people apparently in charge, Edward, as well as another young man of about the same age, and 
another staff member toward the back of the room with an E-meter on her desk. Everyone seemed 
engrossed in reading a book or course pack, or listening to tape recorders at the back of the room. 
The Academy walls, where not covered with bookcases housing drill packs and dictionaries, were 
ornamented with art, banners with L. Ron Hubbard quotes, portraits of L. Ron Hubbard, and 
certificates for the three staff members--Edward DiMartino and Aaron Smith Levin, the course 
supervisors, and Ali Pearson, the "Professional Word Clearer". I also noted on the bulletin board 
some of the famous "goldenrod" papers I had read of on the Internet, declaring ethics actions of 
some kind. I was curious, but didn't really get a chance to look. 


I was taking it all in when Bonnie took me back downstairs to her office and began showing me 
price lists and "great deal" packages. I thought it would be wonderful to train as an auditor, 
however, the price lists simply shocked me. There was no way I could pay $10,000 for an 
"introductory Academy package!" I asked about less expensive courses, explaining that I was on a 
student budget, and attending college on scholarship. She told me about Division 6 courses, and in 
particular, the Hubbard Dianetics Seminar, telling me that after this course I would be able to do 
some Dianetics auditing and receive some as well. It was only $35.00, and although I would have 
liked to take the expensive courses, at least there were courses within my budget, or so I thought. 


Bonnie made an appointment with me to see her the next morning at 11:00 AM, and took me to the 
"Public Film Room" located inside the Division 6 courseroom. She had Dave set up a film entitled 
Orientation for me to watch. Since I was familiar with "entheta," I saw the film as almost a response 
to criticism, and found the discussion of the organizational structure of Scientology quite 
interesting, as well as the court decisions that "Scientology is a bona fide religion." I found parts of 
the film to be quite schmaltzy and propagandistic, but not knowing Scientology, dismissed it as a bit 
of overzealousness, and the bad acting as the effects of a low budget. The final speech, where a man 
stands before stained-glass doors emblazoned with Scientology and Dianetics emblems and tells the 
audience about how "it is your choice"--to go for Scientology or to walk away from spiritual 
freedom, was melodramatic, lagging and quite obviously an attempt at persuasion. I caught myself 
looking at my watch several times, listening to the triumphal music approaching what appeared to 
be a crescendo but was merely another dramatic flair. Eventually, the man entered the Scientology 
doors, and the screen went black as a white "HELLO" rose on the screen; I had to stifle a giggle as 
Dave came back in to shut off the projector. 


After the film, I looked at my watch and realized I really had to get going. After buying copies of 
Dianetics and Scientology: A New Slant on Life, as well as completing a_card naming me an 
Introductory Member of the International Association of Scientologists, a free six-month 
membership program, I was given a personality test to take home with me and complete. I left, with 
my books and my test, and went home, to think. 


I came back to the Org the next morning with my completed personality test, and signed up for the 
Hubbard Dianetics Seminar with Bonnie, writing out my $35.00 check to the Church of 
Scientology. I met several more of the staff members at the org, including the Executive Director (I 
wasn't aware of her post at the time), Samantha Tomlinson Valarik, a vivacious, pretty and 
seemingly always cheerful and friendly person. The people at the Org seemed so different than the 
skulking images I had conjured up in my imagination that I decided my earlier suspicions must have 
been wrong. There hadn't been any pressure (of course, I hadn't resisted) as far as I could see. Little 
did I know, the staff simply followed Hubbard's directive, "Just as you'd never ask a pc [preclear] 
which command he wanted, you never ask the public individual to decide. You can teach them 
anything, particularly the truth, but never ask them to decide." (L. Ron Hubbard, HCO PL 16 Apr. 
65 III). They simply led me along, and like good raw meat, I went right along with it--never asked 
to decide, merely routed in the Org, to the Public Registrar (Bonnie, who was actually the Public 
Executive Secretary, but due to lack of staff, held the position from above), to a Div 6 course. 


The Div 6 course supervisor, James Hunsinger, was notoriously "tough." He failed to believe me 
when I told him I understood what I was reading, that I hadn't gone past any misunderstood words 
(M/Us), that I didn't open the dictionary because I'd known all the words I'd read. I soon took to 
opening the dictionary randomly, giving the impression of looking up "M/Us," so James wouldn't 
take my course pack and ask me to define random words. I knew the definitions, but there always 
seemed a catch-22--if I defined the words in my own words, he would tell me it wasn't the exact 
dictionary phrasing. If, however, I recited the exact phrasing, he would imply I was merely 
memorizing and didn't really comprehend the words. I found all the concentration on M/Us, "word 
clearing" and the like to be a bit bizarre, but I supposed it was meant especially for the many people 
with poor grammar and vocabularies. After all, if one didn't understand a word, it made sense to 
look it up in the dictionary. James was well-known of and complained about among the Div 6 
students for various reasons--it seemed at times he was almost competing with students and would 
rather "beat" them than help them study. 


While on course, I was fascinated by all my new knowledge, as I saw it, about life. On the Dianetics 
Seminar, I learned the rudiments of Scientology's view of the mind, and by reading Dianetics, I 
learned much of the rest. I found many things disturbing in the book, especially Hubbard's 
insistence that so many problems were caused by attempted abortions. Hubbard's seeming 
fascination with the subject, as well as the apparent frenzy of attempted abortions suffered by 
Hubbard's early study subjects (yes, at the time, I actually believed Hubbard had followed 
reasonably standard scientific procedure, having no idea that he wrote the book on impulse, based 
on nothing) clashed with my reality and with that of the world I saw around me, and the mothers I 
knew. I dismissed my doubts, though, by resolving that the first preclears must have been intensely 
disturbed people--that, after all, was why they had been willing to try Hubbard's new therapy in the 
first place. Also, the Dianetics taught on the Dianetics Seminar was quite different than that of the 
book. Book Dianetics was far more complicated and detailed than the simple procedure of the 
Seminar--and yet, while being sold on the course, new recruits are told that up to 80% of incidents 
can be audited using simple seminar tactics, which do not even attempt to run "engrams" 
specifically! Nevertheless, I was excited to merely be there, at the Org, and waited for the day I 
could have the money, or go on staff (staff received free courses) and take the more advanced 
courses offered upstairs at the Academy, and be audited on the E-meter. 


The course was very short: at the end, 
I drilled the auditing procedure I had 
learned--basically, a few short steps 
delivered from a card. I "audited" a 
stuffed panda bear, as James, the 
course supervisor, spoke for the 
panda. James decided, after a while 
of asking the panda assorted 
questions and waiting for it to 
become "cheerful" about the incident 
in question (it's very difficult to 
decide exactly when a stuffed animal 
has VGIs, or very good indicators, 
actually), that I was ready to co-audit with another student. I would audit the student, and he would 
audit me, and we would pass the course together. 


I was encouraged to find someone else in to be my first preclear--after all, it was a way for 
Scientology to recruit while expending no effort itself, and I was told about "FSM [Field Staff 
Member] commissions," whereby I would receive 15% of the donations of someone I recruited into 
Scientology. However, I wasn't quite comfortable asking most of my friends from high school--I 
hadn't seen them since going off to college (I was at the time home for winter break) and although 
my allegiance to Scientology was growing, I was still somewhat embarrassed to bring up the subject 
with other people, remembering my own perception of the "Church" as a cult. 


There were no other students on the same course at the same point I was at the time, and I had to 
wait before I could audit with someone. Nevertheless, I spent a lot of time at the Org, as I liked just 
being there, purchasing a new book, or reading the magazines on the table--magazines about all 
aspects and orgs of Scientology, from Celebrity, the publication of Celebrity Center International, to 
ASI, a magazine which discussed L. Ron Hubbard's fiction, to High Winds, the magazine of the Sea 
Org. I was discouraged from reading the latter, due to the possibility of M/U's, but due to all the 
entheta I'd read, I understood the terminology. I was fascinated by that particular publication--about 
OSA "handling suppression on the Fourth Dynamic," and missionaires who came to a failing 
mission in Los Gatos, CA, found an SP, and established a new Org there. (I've since learned that the 
Los Gatos Org has closed entirely.) I believed what I read in Scientology, and I had an insatiable 
desire to learn more about Scientology, read more LRH, read more magazines. 


In short, I became a Scientologist. I became friends with the public and staff of Philadelphia Org. I 
was always toting an LRH book, coming to the Org, or talking to other people about how wonderful 
Scientology was. I got to know the staff, and admire their commitment and dedication--although 
most came from families of Scientologists, they were willing to work for very little for the "cause"-- 
as they and I saw it. Most had second jobs, or"wog jobs" as they were called, to make a living, to 
pay the rent and the bills, to survive. 


I was fascinated by the DSA, or Director of Special Affairs--when I had read critical writings on 
Scientology, many dealt with the sneaky, quasi-legal, threatening methods of the Office of Special 
Affairs (OSA), from its International officers to its local affiliates, the DSAs. When I first spotted 


the DSA office, down a corridor behind the Div 6 courseroom, I was a bit curious. When I met the 
DSA, however, I was shocked--he was an affable man, with the charm of an all-American boy--his 
"wog job" was doing public relations for a local charity consortium, Philadelphia Cares. I had 
assembled a stereotypical image of "OSA agents"--and Tim Lomas did not fit; neither did his 
subordinate, Bruce Thompson, the DSA PRO (Public Relations Officer). 


In my early reading, while I internally demonized 
Scientology, I failed to see that Scientologists were 
human beings under mind control. I failed to see 
that though Scientology and Scientologists 
committed unethical acts, they firmly believed 
themselves to be the "most ethical group on the 
planet." And that failure to really understand 
allowed me to become involved in Scientology-- 
because I didn't see every abuse of which I'd read 

| dramatized in the Philadelphia Org, because 

| people were genuinely well-intentioned, I 
dismissed all criticism, because I did not 

| understand what the organization that Hubbard 
created did to its members; I did not understand 
what Scientology mind control was. And 

somehow, Tim the smiling DSA disproved criticism--and now I know how wrong that was. 


No, Scientologists aren't evil people. Personally, most are quite nice, friendly and intelligent; that 
however, does not alter the fact that what they are working for, who they are serving, is indeed a 
criminal cult promoting fraudulent answers to its victims, a group that envisions itself "clearing the 
planet" and ruling the world, an organization that does not hesitate to use any means necessary to 
silence opposition and bring themselves to power. Yes, individual Scientologists honestly believe 
they will "clear the planet" and save the world; and yes, at the top, Scientology is all about greed, 
and all about money, and all about the influence and power that money can buy. And if those 
individual Scientologists weren't so idealistic, and friendly, and kind, they would never fall for it. 


By the time someone to audit arrived, I was quite eager. I was a Scientologist now--and as much so 
from the Org atmosphere, and thrilling crusading spirit as from anything I'd learned on course. The 
time finally came, and the Dianetics session went quite well, yet new concerns of my own had 
arisen. I was reading Hubbard's Science of Survival and found some parts incredibly disturbing. 
From its declaration that people with "endocrine disorders"--like my own thyroid disease--were_l.1 
on the "tone scale" (or covertly hostile, and distinctly untrustworthy); to its homophobia, the book 
raised questions. 


When I attempted to discuss the question of the book's anti-gay statements with James, the course 
supervisor, he gave me the traditional line that's "what's true is what's true for you." When I 
continued to press the question, however, asking about Hubbard's status as "Source" and founder of 
Scn, and creator of standard tech, the answers he gave were unsatisfying. He attempted to word- 
clear me on the passage, but I explained to him that I understood the meaning of the words, I merely 
disagreed with them. I comprehended what Hubbard was saying--that gays and lesbians were 


"suppressive on the second dynamic." I merely disagreed with 
it. In the end, I pushed my objections aside, for "the greatest 
good for the greatest number." I'm sorry to say I did that 
now, but I'm not surprised that I did. I abandoned a long-held 
conviction for what I took to be the good of Scientology; it 
would not be the only time I would do so, and I did learn a 
valuable lesson--I hold my principles more dearly than ever. 


After graduating that first course, I and my co-auditing partner 
were taken upstairs, to the HGC, where auditing sessions were 
given. I was curious about what would occur, but my co- 
auditing partner had taken a course previously, and so 
prepared me for what was to come; my first sec check. I was 
surprised by the questions, which I later found were to 
determine whether or not I was "PTS Type A through J"--"Are 
you a journalist?" "Do you have some other reason for being 
here?" "Is there anyone who would oppose your being here?" 
"Are you only here to see if Scientology works?" and so on. It was a bit confusing; I didn't 
understand the relevance of such questions as "Have you ever considered suicide?". However, I 
answered without worry. I knew my doubts had been truly pushed aside when I passed easily, with 
no problems. I felt at that moment like I had truly become a Scientologist; like that small sec check 
had been a rite of passage, that I had been examined and pronounced loyal; nevertheless, it was a 
strangely disturbing experience--an interrogation, notes taken and filed away. 


I planned to join staff, but as I was 17 at the time, I decided to wait several weeks--for my 
eighteenth birthday, January 30, 1998, to sign my staff contract, as I wouldn't need parental 
permission. Scientology, as part of its ever-present legal-mindedness, produces a waiver for all 
parents of minors who wish to take Scientology courses or auditing to sign--quite basically, that 
they will not sue Scientology. My mother had signed a waiver for my course, but I wasn't sure that 
she would approve of my going on staff at the Org. After all, in the staff contract, one must sign for 
either two-and-a-half or five years as a minimum, and also sign away one's right to a minimum 
wage, attesting that one is a "religious volunteer." I was given a short "Project Prepare" for staff 
work, consisting mainly of doing the Success through Communications Course, an introductory 
TRs course. 


I started on the STCC, and indeed finished it, on Saturday, February 7; that date also marked my 
first event at the Org--the "OT Potluck Dinner." Held monthly, these dinners served the purpose of 
advertising services for those "higher up on the Bridge," and exciting lower-level Scientologists 
about all they could accomplish once they, too, forked over their hundreds of thousands in 
"donations" to go OT. Visiting for the event were several Sea Org members from the Continental 
Liaison Office East U.S. (CLO EUS); quite appropriately, they were registrars from Flag Land Base 
in Clearwater, and the Freewinds ship, where upper-level services were delivered. Prior to the 
event, Ed Waguespecht, the FSSC EUS(Flag Ship Service Consultant East US), or Freewinds 
registrar, led some of us in learning dissemination drills; and David and Barbel Light, the Flag 
registrars, introduced the night's video, promoting the "L Rundowns." I was very interested in the 
Sea Org; these people seemed to live a life of true dedication to Scientology, and I thought I might 


one day like to become one of them. I planned to spend some time at Philadelphia Org first, but I 
thought it would certainly be informative to visit the CLO EUS for more information; and so began 
both my introduction to the greater Scientology world, and my exit from that world. 


Part Three: The Sea Org 


Following that first OT Potluck Dinner, that first meeting with 
Sea Org members, I was curious about the Sea Org--it seemed 
like a grand adventure, like true commitment to Scientology; I 
knew I didn't have the money to show my commitment in the 
form of becoming one of the wealthy Patrons of the International 
Association of Scientologists (IAS) "war chest", or even the 
money to "go up the bridge." And there was something 
appealing in the Sea Org, in the atmosphere of intense dedication 
that seemed required, that lured me in a way the relatively laid- 
back staff life of Philadelphia Org did not. It seemed to me an 
ultimate commitment, to sign that contract, to say "I will come 
back" life after life to "clear the planet." 


I didn't want to join the Sea Org yet, but I did want to know more. I wanted to spend some time on 
staff, to spend time with my family, to live a bit more of a "normal" life before committing to 
Scientology that intensively. However, when I went to visit the Continental Liaison Office Eastern 
U.S. (CLO EUS) in New York City (a Sea Org management organization in charge of all eastern 
United States orgs), I was in no way prepared for the hard sell regging that would greet me. I was 
expecting to talk to Barbel, or David, or Ed, and get some magazines, see the new film on the SO 
advertised in International Scientology News and discuss Sea Org life, and basically tell them that, 
well, I think I want to do this, but I want to be on staff at Philly Org first. I was unprepared for the 
fact of the CLO's equally desperate understaffing that would cause them to disregard my prior 
signed staff contract at Philly Org in pursuit of one more staffer, one more recruitment statistic. 


I had decided to visit the CLO EUS the Tuesday following the dinner, and walking down 48th 
Street, on the way to the CLO, I ran into Ed Waguespecht, who had run our dissemination drills at 
the Org the previous Saturday. We walked to the CLO together, and while he told the receptionist 
he would take me up to his office, the CLO receptionist insisted I stay there in the lobby and wait 
for the Senior HAS (HCO Area Secretary--in charge of personnel and routing among other duties) 
to arrive. I didn't realize at the time that since Ed was the FSSC EUS (Flag Ship Service Consultant 
East US), he would be attempting to recruit me to go to the Freewinds_, the Scientology ship, for 
SO duty, where the CLO wanted recruits to stay there, in New York. 


The building itself was nothing special, and everyone and everything seemed both perpetually 
rushed and late at the same time. When the Senior HAS, Tiffany Woods, arrived, along with the LC 
(LRH Communicator), Jenny Porta, we went back inside the CLO to a "recruitment station," a small 
carrel. I was given magazines and more magazines to read, questioned about my staff-contract 
status with Philadelphia Org, and basically, recruited for the Sea Org. I tried to explain that I wanted 
to wait a while, that I wanted to go on staff at Philadelphia Org for a while, and go to college for a 
while longer. I also tried to tell them that my parents wouldn't like it if I suddenly decided to drop 


everything and join the Sea Org at the CLO, but my every argument was brushed aside, my 
motivations questioned, my parents' motivations questioned. I recognized the direction of that 
questioning and was very careful to say little about my parents, not wanting them to be considered 
suppressive and myself PTS. 


Surrounded by the recruiting posters emblazoned with slogans: “You can admire dedication--or 
exemplify it. The Sea Org," as the Senior HAS and LC asked me, "Well, don't you want to clear the 
planet? Don't you want to be where you can be most effective? Don't you want to do everything that 
you can for Scientology? Is there anything in the Code of the Sea Org you disagree with? What is 
more important, college or saving the planet?" again and again to my every objection, as I explained 
over again that I merely wanted to wait, that of course I wanted to be a Scientologist, of course I 
wanted to clear the planet, I just wanted to wait a bit; the guilt still sank in. I felt my resolve to wait 
being suppressed; I wanted to prove myself, at that moment it seemed the only thing to prove I was 
a good Scientologist, the only way to be "approved," was to sign, and sign with the Sea Org, sign 
myself to the CLO EUS for a billion years. I decided I'd "handle" my parents, "handle" everything 
and everybody, quit school, move, all over a weekend break specially granted in my EPF, or Estates 
Project Force. The EPF was a period of "MEST work," or physical labor, done while completing 
basic Sea Org courses; at the end of that time, I would be a full member of the Sea Org. 


When I finally agreed to sign, they brought out the contract. I read it quickly, it was very short, and 
signed. Immediately after signing, I felt the regret sinking in, the "spell" of the regging wearing off, 
the panic setting in. One billion years to Scientology. Starting tomorrow. No way out and no way 
back it seemed at the time. And the Senior HAS and LC seemed so happy, so congratulatory--I 
consoled myself in their approval, that I was a good Scientologist after all. 


And yet, I wasn't consoled at all. I was running my hands NUW 
through my hair again and again, nervous and shaky p 
wondering how on earth I was supposed to "handle" my | be S| A 
parents, non-Scientologists who hadn't heard the word until | Ee Sse 
a month previous, with the facts at hand: "Well, I'm quitting PTS/SP COURSE 
school to move to New York and work for Scientology and 
wear a fake navy uniform for the next billion years..." and 
yet I knew asking for too much advice would put me under 
suspicion of PTSness, and my parents under suspicion of 
suppressiveness. I couldn't bear to have an abnormal, stilted 
relationship with my parents that consisted solely of "good 
roads, good weather" and "handling;" I had to preserve a 
real relationship, even if that meant keeping quiet. I was 
hearing in the next carrel, one young girl--so many at the 
CLO were so young, their billion year contracts signed far 
before they were ever grown, born into Scientology, never 
knowing the world outside--was receiving some type of PTS 
handling--"good roads, good weather," her "handlers" reminded her--"make sure not to ARC break 
your aunt on Scientology..."; she was writing letters so bland, and so empty to her once-close 
relatives and friends, and I didn't want to be the next to experience that. 


I was already fearing falling out of contact with the outside world--as I quickly toured the CLO--the 
first few floors of offices, the basement "galley," the dorm "berthing" on the upper floors--noting 
there were no private telephones, and that all the mail entering and leaving the CLO from outside 
internal Scientology communication channels seemed open at the "comm center." I was routed back 
downstairs to read the SO "2D policies," and read of the prohibition on all sexual activity before 
marriage. 


As a long-time advocate of sexual freedom, the policy seemed outdated and restrictive, and I 
justified it by remembering that in the SO, all of my intention must be focused on Scientology. I 
failed to also notice that it seemed another purpose was to separate the individual from the rest of 
humanity; one's life was lived for Ron, and no other; and one's human feelings and desires 
suppressed, all in the interest of "the cause." I was asked if I had a boyfriend and quickly assured 
that I would get a new one in the Sea Org, and told that as a Sea Org member, I should be prepared 
to not bear children. I sat and absorbed; it was almost too much all at once for me, the routing too 
fast and the pressure too intense, but I said nothing and kept my worries to myself as I received my 
personality, IQ and aptitude tests yet again before being presented with the "Leadership Survey" 
and "Life History." The "Leadership Survey" is designed to gauge a Scientologist's level of mental 
slavery to "LRH;" it is an index of one's willingness to abnegate self and all others in the interest of 
Ron and his "Church." 


With the "Life History," it seemed the Sea Org now knew more about me than anyone else on earth, 
including my parents--the form was very long, and required listings of family, and all friends, and 
all medical procedures ever done, and any medical drugs ever taken, besides asking about illegal 
drugs, names ofall "2D" partners and "any perversions;" it was in any and all senses a "Life 
History." The Senior HAS and LC looked it over, and found nothing to "out-qual" me, but took me 


to the galley so we could speak privately about the listed items they were most interested in--not 
surprisingly, my former membership in the Communist Party, USA--and rather surprisingly to me, 
my thyroid medications, which I carried with me. I had been diagnosed with Graves' disease several 
years earlier; both my mother and grandmother had shared the same diagnosis in their own teen 
years, and was taking several medications. 


The two looked over the pill-bottles, and asked if they 
"affected the brain" at all; I answered no, they were only 
medications to control my overactive thyroid and slow my 
rapid heartbeat caused by the thyroid condition. However, 
due to their paranoia about "psych drugs," they looked 
them up in a Physician's Desk Reference before being 
consoled that they were not, indeed, "psych drugs." 
Nevertheless, both were still disturbed by the medication 
itself: they questioned me about my symptoms and the 
| necessity for the drugs; when I mentioned "weight gain" as 
one of the symptoms of my condition when untreated, as 
well as "rapid heartbeat," I was assured that "exercise" 
would take care of those problems, and informed that 
auditing could cure my thyroid condition, and "advised" to 
stop the medication so that I would be "sessionable." It had 
apparently been decided by the Senior HAS and the LC, 
two people with no medical training, that what I needed 
was auditing, and perhaps a PTS handling, some vitamins 
and exercise, and I would be fine; they told me I did not need my medication, and I indeed stopped 
taking it that evening. 


They asked me more questions, about the Communist Party and about family members, and finally 
seeming satisfied, we went back upstairs. I was put on the meter and a PTS Type A through J check, 
the same kind of small sec check I had after completing my first course, run, and then a sec check 
based on my Life History centering on the same points--the Communist Party, and my thyroid. I 
apparently passed with no problems, especially after informing my sec checker that I was 
"completely disconnected" from any Communists and that I would no longer be taking my thyroid 
medication. 


After dinner, where I met the other members of the EPF who I would be joining tomorrow, I was 
ready to return home for the evening and pack some bags to stay at the CLO until the weekend. I 
was repeatedly asked to stay the night, despite my explanations that I had no toiletries and no 
change of clothes, and no pajamas with me; they attempted to send the Senior HAS or another 
staffer back to my dorm with me that evening and return late in the night, only when it became so 
late that it was obvious that I would need to return in the morning did they finally let me go alone 
home to pack. As I walked back to Penn Station for the train ride back to New Brunswick, I was 
highly ambivalent--looking at the exciting surroundings of Times Square and New York City and 
yet considering in the back of my mind, the CLO EUS to be a prison in the center of all the bustle. 
Arriving back at the dorm, hurriedly packing belongings before preparing to sleep, knowing it 
would be an early morning and a long day on the EPF, I signed online, and for the first time, looked 


at the Freezone web pages, and thought of writing, but fear held me back. I was on the verge of 
giving my life to Scientology for the next billion years, and at the same time I was running away in 
all directions. I did not want to go to the Sea Org. I had been regged, and now I was trapped. I was 
later told by one of the staffers at Philadelphia Org, who coincidentally was also present at the CLO 
that day, that he was "not allowed" to speak to me, and of that I had no doubt. 


I returned the next morning, in time for breakfast with the 
EPF. I met the group, there were seven of us at the time, and 
received my uniform. I hated that EPF uniform, I looked 
ridiculous in this blue janitor's suit a size too small, covered in 
paint, with the pocket falling off. I was usually attentive to my 
clothes and hair, but, as Tiffany informed me, I "wouldn't be 
for long." It wasn't much, but merely added to my feeling of 
not wanting to be there at the CLO. 


We started with MEST work for the day, dusting and washing 
everything with ammonia, according to LRH policy. I was, 
frankly, amazed, by the "Cleaning Course," on how to dust, 
and what substances are to be used for cleaning. LRH policy 
said ammonia, and ammonia it was, in spray bottles that 
leaked. It was my first full day without medication, and the 
constant running (per EPF rules, one was to be always 
running) up and down the seven flights of stairs at the CLO 
was uncomfortable, and I was quite often short of breath. I 
was quite relieved when stairwell-cleaning was over, and we moved on to wall-washing. The CLO 
seemed to be a somewhat dark place; I didn't much like it, it seemed unfriendly and unwelcoming. 
We washed the walls and baseboards of the berthing floors; the EPFer serving as the Master At- 
Arms (Ethics Officer) checked our work and sent us back to redo if he found any dirt on his finger, 
while the I/C (In-Charge) organized us into teams and sent us out to complete our daily "project 
orders." 


The MEST work itself was not that difficult, but my racing heartbeat, and all the running, added to 
the difficulty of the projects. During lunch, I read over a Flag Order which explained who I was to 
call "Sir" (all my seniors) and how I was to greet them, and so on. I was sure I would never 
remember; I could barely adjust myself to calling all the SO officers "Mr.", including women. I 
wanted to become a Sea Org officer in time, but I was rather ambivalent about the "Mr." It always 
seemed strange to ask for "Mr. Jenny Porta.." 


I had so much else on my mind; I had not yet told my parents I was going into the SO--how could I 
when I at least half-wished I wasn't going into the SO? By the time course-time arrived for the EPF, 
it was time for me to do more of my routing on to the EPF, and discussed all this with the Senior 
HAS and the LC. When I explained that my parents may worry, I was told that another SO member 
could come home with me for the weekend to tell my parents why I was going into the SO. When I 
told them I wasn't sure that would improve communication, I was given an "Ups and Downs in 
Life" course pack. 


This is a basic course which deals with 
"suppressive persons" and "PTSness." The LC 
asked me to read it over and tell her what I thought. 
I read the whole course book through and I knew 
what was happening--it seemed that she wanted me 
to say that one or both of my parents were 
suppressive, and I was "going PTS" to them. I felt I 
knew what was going on, and I did not like it at all; 
I was a confused young woman, who did not want 
to disappoint her parents by quitting college, and 
there was no way, when the LC asked if I 
recognized either of my parents in the "12 signs of an anti-social personality" (or suppressive 
person) that I was going to answer "yes!" Even if I had, which I had not, I was not going to allow 
the LC or anyone else at the CLO to come between my family and I, to take my normal emotions 
and blame a "suppressive" for them, to take me further away from the real world and deeper into 
this Scientology world. 


When I could not find a suppressive parent, Lara, the EPF I/C and a truly nice person (who is now 
also out of Scientology), was called out of the courseroom to "drill" me on how to "handle" my 
parents, as apparently she had faced a similar situation. She acted as the parent, and I as myself 
telling my mother, and then my father, that I was joining the Sea Org. I told her enough so that she 
could mimic their reactions well, and she advised me on what to say to them. When I started to 
explain to her, as my "mother", about the EPF, she interrupted to tell me to "not mention the 
cleaning." Also not to be mentioned were the billion-year contract, and the 2D policies, and to 
emphasize that they could visit---as long as they arranged it in advance. It all made me even more 
uncomfortable, and this feeling grew when, after my parental drill was pronounced successful, I was 
put back on the meter for another sec check, this one with more questions about whether or not my 
parents would oppose my presence at the CLO. After the short sec check was over, I returned to the 
Senior HAS and LC and "put on a brave face." I did more of my routing in to the EPF, finding the 
correct people to sign my routing form and so on, until all that was left was my swearing-in, which 
would be done that evening at the EPF night muster. The rest of the day was more MEST work, 
until dinner and room inspection. Room inspection made me uncomfortable, as the Senior HAS 
checked the EPF room for any sign of dust or dirt or misfolded belongings; I wished for privacy, 
and I wondered if I would ever have any again. 


After dinner, there was an all-hands muster; it seemed that that day, the Munich Org had been 
raided by the German government after the suspicious death of Konrad Aigner. Files were seized, 
and the police were present. The CO (Commanding Officer) CLO was German, and he led the 
muster, making sure to give us the full PR spin, "in case any non-Scientologist friends or family 
mention that they heard this and are concerned." It was basically a retread of the usual "Scientology 
is discriminated against in Germany" propaganda, a great deal of it based on comparisons to the 
Nazis. How little of the real world the children of Scientology know was shockingly exposed when, 
when the CO CLO mentioned the Holocaust and death camps, several of the younger SO members 
were completely unaware of what he was referring to, and asked him to please explain. After the 
large muster, we retreated to the galley where we, as EPFers, had our own small muster. The Senior 
HAS finished my routing form (which had, of course, not been done in any order) by swearing me 


in to the Sea Org there, as I repeated after her the Code 
of a Sea Org member, point by point. And then it was 
time for speed drills, and not having passed an orange 
around a circle fast enough, all of the EPF was sent out 
to run down to the end of the block and back in less 
than a minute; I wonder what the diners in the 
restaurants nearby thought of the sight of a group of 
teenagers in janitors’ suits running to and from the 
Church of Scientology building. 


To someone outside, it must have seemed bizarre, it was 
bizarre enough inside, as we went back to MEST work, 
cleaning the galley kitchen, and then came the boiler 
room. The boiler room was undoubtedly leaking; the 
fumes were unbelievable. And we were expected to go 
in and wash the walls, and spray the room down for 


roaches.. We tried running in and out spraying, but were W ELC O M E 
told we had to spray in, had to get the whole thing done, S TO THE G 
E 


had to Bon Ami the walls, and the fumes were so very 

strong, sickening, they went off and on, and when they 

went off, everyone came in to speed the job; the oe S 
snippets of conversation I recall were unique in their 
Scientologese--so many of the young SO must have 
been worried about the Scientology status of their 
relatives. One young man, an SO member but doing : 
MEST work on an "ethics program," worried about going "PTS to his mother." Another young EPF 
woman worried about her own mother "going off the Bridge when her own daughter is going into 
the Sea Org!" And when the fumes came back, most left, but one, Tiffany, remained to finish up, 
and she finally came out, hacking and coughing and struggling to breathe. Several of the others 
speculated that she was "faking asthma;" "she's done this before," they said, until the Senior HAS 
came and they realized that she couldn't breathe, that she was crying, that she had to calm down, 
and when it was over and she could breathe again, she was given an assist and fresh air. I doubt she 
ever got medical treatment, as Scientology believes it can cure asthma. 


SEA ORGANIZATION PRODUCT ZERO 


We finished the boiler room as quickly as possible as Tiffany rested outside, with hoses. By the end 
of our day, at 11:40, I was a wet, tired mess, my heart had been beating too fast all day, and my legs 
were cramped and aching. We sat to do stats for the day, and I was pleased to see my stats were all 
right, at least for a new EPFer. 


We were sent upstairs to berthing, and I was berthed, not yet with the other EPF women, as lodging 
changes needed to be made for one recent EPF graduate, but with another girl, whose room smelled 
of fungus. Even the Senior HAS noticed as she came by with my SO contract in three copies which 
I signed again; the window was opened, but sleeping under thin Sea Org-issue blankets in February 
in New York City with an open window was deeply uncomfortable, and still the smell permeated 
everything. I have one bag which to this day I cannot wear without recalling the CLO EUS, due to 
the lingering odor. That night, before I slept, I thought that I must leave, that in the morning I must 


route out, and in the night when I woke several times with leg 
cramps, actually screaming as I awoke, I knew I was actually 
afraid. I knew I craved freedom, that I could not have it here. I 
felt trapped, as if that whole outside world out there had been 

. severed from me, and I was stuck in a bizarre alternate reality. I 
| had come to my decision; I had no more doubt; after one day at 
the CLO, all I could dream of was going home. 


The next morning, I showered and dressed in "civvies" for EPF 
muster; and yet I couldn't get the courage to say I wanted to 
route out, so I went back up and got my uniform. I lasted before 
and through breakfast before I finally said it, washing stairwells 
again, struggling on the 7-story run, looking up at Lara on the 
next step and saying, "I want to route out." We talked for a 
while, she told me that of course this was the hardest time, that 
just working would take my mind off of it, but it wasn't 
working at all. It was a battle in my own mind too; the words of 
LRH, "the way out is the way through," and my own mind 
which was simply screaming "let me out of here!" 


My mind won, and for the rest of the morning, I persuaded and gave in, alternately crying and being 
silent and speaking, and just asking to be taken to the Senior HAS so I could just route out. All 
morning it went on and on, and she tried to calm me, tried to handle my concerns, tried to teach me 
EPF chinese-schools, tried to cheer me up by talking about visiting the Philadelphia Jazz Festival-- 
which was awful, because suddenly I realized I most likely never would see the Philadelphia Jazz 
Festival; I never had much wanted to but I hated with a passion the mere idea that I could not, I 
hated the thoughts of the life in me I had the possibility to live but that I had forsaken, and I began 
to argue the point once more, before retreating again, sobbing amidst the ammonia already dripping 
from the leaky bottle across my EPF uniform. I felt like I was arguing for my freedom, like this was 
the first obstacle, then I would get to rge Senior HAS, and then I could route out--even though more 
and more I was considering simply leaving everything behind and running out the door of the CLO. 
I was more and more desperate to get out, and when I got particularly upset, Lara took me out on to 
the CLO roof for "Locational Processing:" it's meant to calm an upset person, put him or her "in 
present time," by getting that person to really look at his or her surroundings and find themselves 
where they are. I looked out around the city as Lara pointed things out, and I looked and spotted, 
and recognized, and still wanted to get out. In fact, as I stood there, looking out from the roof of the 
CLO, I first wished that I could be like one of those action heroes in movies who ran out escaping 
across roofs, and then seriously, looking out, looking down, considered that if I simply stepped off, 
jumped away, that at least I would die free, and that thought scared me intensely. I turned to Lara 
and said, with deadly seriousness, "Take me to see the Senior HAS." And she did. 


The whole cycle began again, the questioning and the magazines and the hard sell and the guilt, the 
PTS/SP course pack--once again, I was encouraged to find an SP--and I kept saying, "I just want to 
route out, I want to leave, I want to go home," and I could not convince them. I felt like a prisoner, I 
felt like I needed to get out, to get freedom, and they took me for a walk around the block, then a 
walk to New York Org to see the Sea Org film before questioning me further: "Who was influencing 


me?" and on and on...it seemed nothing I said was good enough; I began to promise to come back if 
they would let me go and give me time to think about school, and tell my parents, promising 
anything if they would let me leave, as afternoon wore on through evening, and I just wanted 
freedom. I began to wonder if all the entheta was true, I began to wonder at my own desperate state, 
I even said aloud, "oh, I wish I'd never heard of Scientology," which brought on the questioning yet 
again. I read through the entire PTS/SP course pack that day. 


The Senior HAS and LC kept giving me hope that I could 
leave, and then sending me back to read more magazines, 
more references, more articles. Eventually, eventually, it 
was dark outside already and I just wanted to get home for 
the night, I went to them and I told them I'd contacted my 
mother and that she would call the police if I was not at 
home, and that I needed to get home now, that I would not, 
could not, stay tonight. I even wrote up a little doubt 
formula to appease them, I had already changed in the 
bathroom, before running upstairs with more vigor than I'd 
had since my arrival, grabbing my bag, throwing on my coat 
and practically running out the door of the CLO, breathing 
what felt like freedom, and actually whirling down the street 
like a crazy woman, towards Penn Station. 


At the station, just in time to catch the train home, I looked in my pocket mirror--I looked awful, i 
looked not just unkempt but emotionally ragged. Oh, God, I thought, "I look like I just escaped 
from a cult." And I curled up in the train seat, and eventually brushed and sprayed my hair, put on 
some makeup, and still I didn't feel right at all, I looked like myself again, but the feeling remained, 
that I had escaped something terrible. 


I returned to the Org the next day, and I was assured that what had happened was all "off-policy;" 
when it was not. But I needed to be appeased, and it was easy to forget the CLO, easy to forget the 
fact that they did not want to let me go, when I was at Philadelphia Org, where things were laid- 
back and the lights were bright and I was told I could go to Flag instead for the Sea Org, that it was 
different there. And back among familiar faces, the CLO EUS was never forgotten, but easy to 
suppress. Looking back now, I know had I stayed on the EPF I may very well have been broken into 
Scientology for life or seriously emotionally broken. I am struck by the fact that quite simply, they 
would not let me leave; that while they berated and questioned my desire to "free the planet," they 
would not let me free. 


Part Four: Fighting the Germans with OSA DC 


: ae ee I'd been at the Org on Sunday, February 22, 1998, 


des Konzerns in Clearwater aussetzen 


visiting as usual, when the DSA, Tim Lomas, 
grabbed me, as he was all of the publics, and told 
me about the exciting new situation in regards to 
Germany--apparently the German Enquete 
Commission, the monsters themselves, our 
"persecutors," were visiting Washington, DC--and 
they were arriving tomorrow and it was vitally 
important that all we Scientologists be there to 
protest and picket and generally make them 

Caberta. Diemonstianten unwelcome in the U.S. (and as many excitedly 
suggested, "even get them to go home 
early!")..Being a devoted Scientologist, and having 
a prior interest in activism from my pre- 
Scientology days, I fell immediately and comfortably into the role of Scientology "crusader." I told 
Tim I'd be there every day, and ride down with other Philly Scns who were going, but he assured 
me I could stay with a Scientologist in DC. Tim also informed me that a very "entheta" program had 
aired on Fox News, and to send out a letter in opposition.. The Org was excited that day--computer- 
printout posters with Adolf Hitler pictures and "The Germans are coming!" legends advertised the 
event and a large poster called upon all Philadelphia Scientologists to attend--to get our org over its 
AO per diem goal. I was eager to be fodder for OSA's latest adventure in PR and attempted 
harassment... 


Es ging um den Fall der unter 
ungeklarten Umstanden in den 


The next morning I was off to the Org for the ride down, with a backpack and bag (I packed light) 
and much excitement. I rode with two other publics, David Joel and Michael Archibald (who 
worked with the DSA to put up the flyer denouncing critic Rod Keller as a "religious bigot"), down 
I-95. It was a miserable morning, wet and rainy, in short an awful day for a picket. Nevertheless, the 
Germans were in town and it was our job to go out there and picket..We were, after all, "crusaders," 
in the self-consciously "religious" jargon of Scientology. (One of my favorite OSA post titles was 
the "Crusade In-Charge.") This is, of course, in spite of the fact that the Crusades were expressions 
of religious bigotry by Catholicism against Muslims... and Scientology's numerous "Religious 
Freedom Crusades" were truly much more in that spirit than one of freedom. With Scientology, one 
must always ask, freedom for whom? and for what? For Scientology to make money, or for ex- 
members, or for Freezoners, or for critics? All of Scientology's crusades have been to serve one of 
two purposes--to ensure that Scientology's right to make tax-free millions goes unchallenged, and to 
attempt suppression of the voices that seek to expose Scientology's true aims. And this small 
crusade in Washington, DC in late February 1998 was a combination of both.. 


Upon arrival at the Washington DC org (a very pretty property and far, far more "upstat--prosperous 
in appearance-- than Philadelphia Org) we were directed over to the German Embassy in 
Georgetown, where we met the twenty or so other Scientologists gathered there from Washington, 
DC, Philly, New York and Boston Orgs (and I believe one or two from Georgia) to picket in the 
rain..marching in a tight circle at the embassy's front sidewalk, chanting and singing from time to 
time ("Free-dom, free-dom, free-e-dom, freedom, freedom," the refrain also of the previous fall's 
major "Crusade" in Berlin), huddling under umbrellas, holding out a large blue banner reading 
"Freedom for Religions in Germany" and assorted smaller placards. Not one we carried mentioned 


the word "Scientology"; we did have one sign which I found odd: "Stop persecution of Christians in 
Germany." This was not an issue to us; we were every one of us Scientologist publics and we were 
all there to protest what we had been told was persecution of Scientologists in Germany. The sign 
seemed almost deliberate avoidance of the word "Scientology," while every one of us there was 
there because we felt our fellow Scientologists' right to "go free" was being "suppressed". In all of 
Scientology's assorted PR literature on Germany, assorted other groups were mentioned, and 
doubtless individual publics were concerned about these other groups, but we were there as 
Scientologists--this was after all a protest, and a week of protests and actions directed from the 
Washington, DC Office of Special Affairs! The OSA staffer there with us at that picket was a young 
woman named Donya, who was a genuinely nice person. Her family were all Scientologists, and 
she worked at DC OSA. I can't recall her post at the time, the last I knew she was the Drug-Free 
Marshals (a Scientology PR-oriented front group which uses a childrens' anti-drug pledge to recruit 
and propagandize) In-Charge. 


We were a soaked group of protestors, and I began wishing I hadn't packed quite so lightly (another 
pair of shoes would have been handy), and it was then that I made the acquaintance of Bill 
Woodruff, a public from Boston Org, and his big blue van (or picket-mobile as it came to be known 
later in the week). The relatively large number of Boston "crusaders" had arrived in the big blue 
van, and it was now shuttling us in groups to the nearby Einstein Bagel for coffee, bagels and the 
restroom. With the cold I'd had in the past week, the soaking rain and cold, and not having eaten, I 
had begun to feel weak and sick and eagerly piled on to the van for the next run. The van was also 
the central repository of picket signs, and I looked through the newer ones (we were using ones 
from the last time the Germans had been in town, due to the rain) as we drove to the bagel store and 
back.. 


We continued picketing, and returned not to DC Org, 
but to the "OSA annex," the DC OSA office, which 
was located about a block away from the org, on the 
third and fourth floors of a four-story building on 
Connecticut Avenue, for "debriefing" on the embassy 
picket and "briefing" on the actions to come that 
night, and on lodging for those of us who would be 
staying over. Planned for the night were a candlelight 
vigil and then, over to the Watergate Hotel, where the 
Enquete Commission would be staying. They were 
due to arrive later in the day, and at the hotel at night- 
-we were also told to be on the lookout for Cynthia 
Kisser, the demonized and much dead-agented Executive Director of the hated "old CAN." It was at 
that time I first met Sue Taylor and Sylvia Stanard of OSA DC, as well as staffers Michelle and 
Donya..I simply felt worse and worse, really sick..We headed back to the Org to arrange lodging, 
and I huddled in the Org bathroom. I just wanted to sleep, I felt horrendously sick, I knew I couldn't 
picket anything. The other Philadelphians sat with me in reception as I tried to sleep in a chair; 
however, before long, the Org receptionist declared that we could have no "sick bodies in 
reception," and Donya attempted to find an empty auditing room where I could lay down. As there 
were none open, she took me to her apartment which she shared with her brother and several other 
young Scientologists, and lent me some dry pajamas (nothing felt better, soaked to the skin as I 


was), blankets and the use of her couch. It was a gesture of kindness and trust, that after she knew 
me only in the course of a three-hour picket, that she would allow me to stay alone in her apartment. 


There were many beautiful people in Scientology, honest and deluded people who earnestly believe 
they are doing the right thing, and helping people "go free"..and Donya was one of the best. The 
individual Scientologists I've known have been of such a different caliber than the organization they 
belong to that it is like day and night. They are bright shining people, under mind control. People 
like Donya are victims of Scientology; she will not appreciate this should she ever see it, but I hope 
she gets out soon where her light can shine as a truly free being--outside the cult, outside OSA, in 
the real world. People like her can do a lot of good outside. Scientology feeds on their brightness 
and leeches it from them. I can never imagine her a "slave to the Org," and I hope fervently she 
"thinks for herself" and finds her own path and her own freedom. After a long nap at Donya's (I 
missed the candlelight vigil), I dried (or attempted to dry) my boots with my hair-dryer and to an 
extent, succeeded. My clothes had dried rather nicely, and I felt like a whole new crusader. I waited 
for someone else to come home, not wanting to leave the door unlocked behind me, and left for the 
OSA annex a block away to await the next action. 


The annex was bustling with activity; the vigil had drawn more DC Org publics, and one of the 
Scientologists from Georgia had sung. I was rested and prepared, and met far more nicely all my 
fellow "crusaders"--I got to know the Bostonians best, other than my own Philly friends, due to 
lodging with several of them in the Virginia home of David Aden (former Boston DSA and now DC 
Org public) and his wife Priscilla, the Flag Banking Officer at DC Org. The rain had calmed from a 
pour to a drizzle, and where I had just feared that I would need to return home, I was now ready for 
a fight, being slightly upset about missing the vigil due to, of all things, illness--probably caused 
more by lack of sleep the previous night than anything else. 


Although we were informed that the Enquete Commission had arrived in a "massy" vehicle, we 
were expecting brown, when in fact it was a dark green...in any case, they evaded us that night, yet 
the big blue van and the bigger green vehicle would remain in close contact throughout the week. 
Those of us going to the Adens' got into the blue van--Bill was staying nearby with friends and 
drove us to our "home" for the week. We divided up the room--there were quite a few of us, Dave, 
the chiropractor from Chicago, the Bostonians--Maria, Pam, Manuel, Roderick, Fekky, and several 
others, and me. It was unmistakably a Scientologist home, complete with numerous L. Ron 
Hubbard books and the Adens' children's schedule at the Scientology-run Ability School in 
Maryland. Maria and I became roommates in the bedroom of the Adens' furnished basement--I was 
somewhat of the "baby Scientologist" of the group, having been in only about a month and a half, 
and she was my guide through the world of OSA crusades and Scientology actions--a 17-year 
member, she was former Sea Org, a WISE member, and a veteran of every Scientology "crusade" 
since Portland and the Julie Christofferson Titchbourne case. We became quick friends, sharing an 
interest in fashion and Scientology..I was fascinated by just being there; I was so new and enamored 
with Scientology again, after the disaster of the CLO EUS, after a week returned home to the Org, I 
was a gullible and vociferous "crusader" against "suppression," against the "entheta" I'd sought out, 
against my own freedom. And that week I delighted in every second of it.. 


The next morning it was off to the OSA annex before a day of picketing and protesting, from the 
Watergate Hotel (every morning, the goal was to get them when they emerged for the morning, to 


always make them aware of our presence, to make them uncomfortable.) We thought we could 
somehow intimidate them and scare them away; somehow I think they were stronger than to be 
frightened by a small group of Scientologists singing about freedom, carrying a banner, or generally 
harassing them. We must have been a pretty sad sight for them; we knew so little about what was 
happening and yet thought we knew everything. I had a group of Scientologists around me, the 
veterans of many, many such crusades. Most had been to Berlin the previous year, many had done 
others, and knowing what I do now, we all knew so little of reality. We were looking at reality 
through OSA's prism. I'm reminded of the soon-to-be Executive Director of the Philadelphia Org, 
Bonnie Dimartino's comment to me that she hadn't read a newspaper or watched any news since she 
had become a Scientologist so as to be not exposed to entheta. And so everything she knew about 
the outside world came from "Freedom" and "Winning!" filtered from above; she had no 
independent analysis, no outside view. Among those of us in DC, the recommended newspaper was 
the "Washington Times," the Moonie newspaper...as they supported our position. "Freedom of 
religion" is just as much a defense for extortion and mind control for the Moonies as it is for 
Scientology. 


Although we rejected the press, we sought out their attention, and in effect, failed to get it. Around 
the other side of the Watergate, assorted media waited for any sign of emergence of Monica 
Lewinsky, a former White House intern and the alleged lover of President Bill Clinton, while in 
front, we waited for the Germans to leave in the morning and to arrive at night, and despite our 
efforts, we could not convince any of them to leave their Monica-watch and report on our protests. 
We did attract the attention of a German film crew reporting on the Commission's visit--since we 
were everywhere the Commission went, it was only natural. We were instructed to "give them TR- 
0." Thierry Douchanac, of OSA DC, stood outside the hotel on his cell phone, locating the 
Germans, as we pretended to not notice him and vice versa. When they emerged--by now we knew 
to look for the telltale green vehicle--we were waiting to call to them about freedom of religion and 
ask them why they wanted to destroy us. We could not have been more than an annoyance, but we 
were quite thrilled with our ability to be "at cause" over the Germans. At every picket during the 
day, a representative of OSA DC was present, or the "In Charge" from OSA at one of the other 
Orgs. For the first several days of the Germans' visit, the DSA PR from Philadelphia, Bruce 
Thompson, was our I/C, and when he went home, Carol, the DSA from New Haven, became our 
1/C. Between all pickets and actions, we piled into the blue van for the ride back to the OSA annex 
for briefings and debriefings. OSA ran the show from the beginning, through and through, which 
made our claims of representing a "coalition" completely ridiculous. We were debriefed and 
briefed, there were always new developments, and it seemed terribly exciting. 


Our next stop would be one for the next several days--the State Department, where the Commission 
would be meeting with Americans. The State Department had condemned the Germans in its 
Human Rights Report in previous years based mainly on information provided by Scientology, and 
although their wording had grown more cautious in more recent reports, OSA had lost no esteem for 
the Department--we were specifically instructed to neither chant nor sing outside State, as they were 
"our friends" who we did not wish to offend. In fact, a great deal of the information OSA knew 
about the Germans' schedule had been leaked to OSA DC from the State Department, an 
unfortunate commentary on how one of the most important departments in the U. S. government 
could be so easily by a cult--the very same one which ran the largest domestic spy ring in U. S. 
history--cloaking itself in a guise of patriotism and "religious freedom". We stood outside carrying 


signs and bearing booklets to be passed on to passers-by 
who appeared "important." Though the skies had cleared, 
it was still bitterly cold, and once again it was Bill and his 
blue van to the rescue--this time going for winter hats for 
all of us. When one passer-by asked me about what we 
were protesting, I gave a short explanation well-liked by 
my companions, one of which told me that "I should work 
for OSA." I was high on excitement and at the time could 
imagine nothing better. Bruce, meanwhile, was awaiting 
the arrival of the green vehicle. When it came by to wait, 
he began to converse with the driver--he was able to 
befriend the driver and also glean some additional information as to their itinerary. Of course, we 
were all cloaked in such a garb of patriotism--"Learn from America: Religious Freedom for all 
Works" read our placards--we must have seemed an inoffensive and correct group of protestors to 
most people, including perhaps the Commission's driver. 


After talking with Bruce, he would always stop and wave to us and we would talk to him, with 
friendliness and a keen interest in finding more of the Commission's schedule. When the Germans 
finally departed State, we were once again instructed to "give them TR-0," and piled into the blue 
van back to the OSA annex, waiting for the next protest, the next sighting. We had people following 
them and waiting for them wherever they went, and in the breaks, we ate, and were debriefed and 
briefed on the latest. Leisa Goodman from OSA Int was now in town as well, and she came by to 
brief us as well...it seemed the next day would be our critical day--we had a press conference 
planned, and quite a day of following them planned--to culminate in greeting them at MCI Center 
where they would be attending a hockey game. 


After a while, it was back to the Embassy for a dry, more spirited three hours of picketing, chanting 
and singing. We were a "team," we had a sense of unity and it saddens me to know that that unity 
was based on lies rather than something true. Every night was late and every morning was early--at 
the end, Donya from DC OSA remarked we could all celebrate with a sleeping party--but I barely 
noticed. We were going to shatter suppression, and reality could not intrude on our wins. Call-in of 
DC publics for the following day's activities was my introduction to the poor, outdated quality of 
Scientology mailing lists. Disconnected phone numbers, wrong numbers, and answering machines 
of people who I was sure hadn't seen an org in years, if ever, were all the recipients of our pitch to 
come and protest tomorrow. Donia led us; we were given an "R-factor" to basically inform the 
callees of our activity and a goal of thirty confirms. We got nowhere near that amount, which is 
only to be expected given the prevalence of non-Scientologists in the mailing list. 


That night it was back to following the Germans to dinner and then to bed for the night. Manuel, 
one of the Bostonian "crusaders" and an active "psych buster" in Boston (quite simply, psych- 
busters wait outside psychiatric hospitals in order to harass doctors as they leave), had cornered the 
Germans into a "comm cycle" outside the restaurant where they'd eaten. "How does it feel to be 
evil?" he asked them one by one, so sure in his knowledge that they were suppressives, true evil. 
And we were going to confront them, and handle them. We never considered the idea they were 
even misinformed--they were SPs as far as we were concerned. He was thrilled that they seemed 
disturbed by the questioning. "How does it feel to be evil?" I too would be disturbed--and feel great 


sorrow for the passionate and deeply deluded cultist waiting before my van to ask me such a thing. 
"How does it feel to be evil?" we laughed with glee at the "victory" over the Germans as Manuel 
told us of how he liked to use the same question on the "psychs." One of them had asked him to 
coffee after that greeting and seemed quite surprised when Manuel asked him why he hated his 
religion; the psychiatrist responded that he had never been much concerned with Scientology. And 
Manuel brushed that off, as we all did the Germans' total lack of response to us other than some 
waves as 1.1, as "covert hostility"--the worst of the worst on our Scientology "emotional tone 
scale." We could consider nothing else, not humanity, and not at all that asking someone "How does 
it feel to be evil?" might just bring out hostility. 


Maria also shared her experiences of crusades past; looking back now, I am struck by the depth of 
the misinformation she was given as to her own purpose, as evidenced by her perceptions of the 
Julie Christofferson Titchbourne case, the motivator of the first Scientology "crusade" in Portland. 
She believed the case concerned a woman who had simply taken an introductory communications 
course and then sued, inexplicably, for $39 million--when in fact she had paid the "Church" 
thousands of dollars and sued originally for fraud based on CoS' claims that it could raise her 
intelligence and cure her eyesight for $30,000. Only after being hit by a massive Fair Game attack 
on the part of the Guardian's Office and OSA was the lawsuit amount adjusted to compensate 
Christofferson Titchbourne for the massive harassment she suffered as a major target of 
Scientology's intelligence services. When the verdict came in in favor of Christofferson Titchbourne 
in the full amount of $39 million, Scientologists were flown in from across the country to "crusade." 
It was the first crusade and the largest, and even celebrities John Travolta and Chick Corea came. 
Maria was in the thick of it all, and yet all she knew of the case was the PR spin of OSA; she was 
there for a month of constant protests, and yet she still did not know the relevant facts of the case. 
We were only in Washington, DC for a week, and we didn't know the truth there either, we went on, 
valiant in our own eyes, soldiers of lies. 


The next morning--Wednesday, February 25, 1998, 
dawned upon us with excitement--today the Germans went 
to Congress, today was our press conference, today was the 
day it was rumored the Germans would meet with 
American "suppressives," today the "Statue of Liberty," a 
public Scientologist from New York who first appeared at 
the Berlin crusade dressed as the Statue of Liberty, bearing 
a torch and a copy of What is Scientology?, was arriving; 
today was the day that would terminate when we 
confronted them at the hockey game...and first, of course, 
it was off to the Watergate Hotel, to greet the Germans in 
the morning. As they exited the hotel, we variously asked them why they hated our religion, why 
they did not recognize religious freedom, and Manuel, ever vociferous, repeated his query of the 
previous night, "How does it feel to be evil?" 


The Commission members for the most part ignored us, and their spirits didn't seem to suffer. After 
some breakfast, it was time to head back to the OSA office. This was the Germans' time in 
Congress, and as OSA would not picket on Capitol Hill (I take it they were "our friends" too), we 
were briefed on the press conference to come by Matt Bratschi of DC OSA (as well as the head of 


the OSA front group "Freedom for Religions in Germany". We didn't have the big blue van at the 
time, as Bill was driving the Rev. Alfreddie Johnson, a longtime Scientology ally, in from the 
airport to speak at the_press conference, and we were excited to learn that Gerhard Waterkamp, a 
German Scientologist who emigrated to the U.S. charging Germany with religious discrimination, 
would also be present and speaking at the press conference. We were hoping to attract more press 
coverage; frequent press releases from Scientology hadn't been picked up by any major wire service 
so far that week. 


Leisa Goodman showed us a photocopied article that she claimed had appeared in a German 
publication earlier in the week, where Commission member Renate Rennebach appeared to call for 
the banning of Scientology. The "Statue of Liberty," Heidi Staun-Snyder, had arrived with costume 
in tow. She was a model and on lines at Celebrity Center New York, and had created the biggest PR 
opportunity of the Berlin crusade. Bruce was needed back in Philadelphia and we met our new I/C, 
Carol, the New Haven DSA. We were alternately informed by Matt, Leisa, Sue and Sylvia, and 
called our own congresspeople to set up meetings--after all, if the Germans were meeting with 
Congress, we had to as well, as well as encouraging our representatives to support HR-22. I was 
informed that my Representative, Robert Andrews (D-NJ), was "a friend" who "supports everything 
we put forth." I now consider that it is unfortunate that my congressional representative prefers to 
support the campaigns of OSA rather than the interests of South Jersey citizens--but I'm certainly 
hoping that a good information campaign will change that fact and help dispel any illusions he 
holds about the cult of Scientology. 


Some protestors would be headed to the Embassy, and others to what was known as the "Friedrich- 
Ebert-Stiftung," the American foundation of the German Social Democratic Party, during the press 
conference. The OSA annex was a busy and bustling place as we lunched prior to our pickets to 
come; we headed out to the Freidrich Ebert Stiftung for our protest, and awaited the Germans' 
entrance with our banner and placards, and when they arrived they were greeted with our usual 
chants of "Religious freedom now!", singing of "Freedom," and questions about the Rennebach 
article, as Maria held the copy out to Rennebach, who said she had never called for the outlaw of 
Scientology as such. 


We lined at either side of the entrance to the building, so the Commission would need to walk 
between two lines of Scientologists on either side in order to enter. Soon after the Germans entered, 
we were greeted with a bigger surprise--filmed by the ever-present German TV crews, two 
Americans were coming--similarly dressed men, one carrying leaflets. One was immediately 
recognized by the OSA representatives present as Arnie Lerma, and I immediately recalled the 
name from my days reading entheta on the Internet. I immediately began complaining about 
Internet suppressives and explaining Lerma's identity to the other public Scientologist protestors 
around me until going into instant TR-0 when warned that the German TV crew was panning our 
way. 


Arnie Lerma came to the door of the building, leafletting as he went, passing one into my hands. I 
glanced down at what was in my hands clutched beside the banner as Lerma and his companion 
entered the building. I recalled the charges from the Internet, knew the names and the references, 
despite the others'--longer-time Scientologists--concern about the leaflet in my hand, telling me to 
disregard it. I was merely curious, as this was one of the "big Internet suppressives" that I 


alternately hated and burned with curiosity about, and this was his leaflet! I wanted it as a souvenir, 
but Donya was firm in collecting all of the leaflets and turning them over to Sue Taylor. I do 
remember reading the entire leaflet and it did make me wonder, and did make me doubt, and I hid it 
under being as vocally critical of "suppressives" as I could be. I had wanted to hold on to the leaflet, 
read it alone, have time to think, but it was off to the OSA files or at least the OSA trash. Donya 
was always present with her camera, taking pictures of the Commission members and pictures of 
we protesters. I later discovered Arnie Lerma's companion that day was Frank Oliver, a former DSA 
Invest at Miami Org--and I'm grateful for them both for the assistance and support they both gave 
me when I decided to leave Scientology several months later! 


We remained outside the building until the Commission departed, and "confronted" them again; 
after their departure, and that of the Americans, the Executive Director of the Friedrich-Ebert- 
Stiftung, Dieter Detke, emerged with a folded piece of paper. He walked slowly with it, coming up 
to us in turn, snapping the paper open and asking us each, "Have you seen this?" 


We all saw the heading, "OT II," and made sure not to look down at 
the paper lest the dreadful consequences we had been taught to fear 
from early exposure to "Advanced Technology"--pneumonia and 
even death were supposed to result in people "spiritually unready" 
viewing the material, and specifically OT IH, the advanced 
Scientology course that teaches that human problems are rooted in 
two Incidents: Incident 1, a sketchy creation myth of 
4,000,000,000,000 years ago in which Hubbard teaches was the mee, 
"start of track," involving a loud snap and waves of light as a chariot [There was an intergalactic alien ruler named 
and cherub appear before "blackness dumped on thetan," and 
Incident 2, the famous Xenu story, in which Hubbard teaches that 

75,000,000 years ago, the Earth, then called "Teegeeack," was part of a Galactic Confederation 


ruled over by a dictator named Xenu, who, using "renegades," had seized power from the "Loyal 
Officers." 


Xenu, dealing with overpopulation in the 76-planet Confederation, lured thetans to an income-tax 
evaluation, froze and packaged them and sent them to Earth in DC-8 planes with rocket motors 
where they were placed near several volcanoes. Xenu exploded the volcanoes with H-bombs and 
then caught the thetans in an "electronic ribbon,"froze them in a mixture of alcohol and glycol and 
transported them to several huge theaters where they were shown confusing pictures, including 
those of Christ and the Devil. The thetans, believing they were one being as they had seen the same 
pictures, clustered together--and these "body thetans" are the essence of the human body and the 
cause of its problems, and must be, one by one, audited away. 


It sounds like a piece of Hubbard's science fiction, but is in fact one of the most secret of 
Scientology's core beliefs, and lower-level Scientologists are warned of the dire consequences to 
result from early exposure to OT III--mainly because many of these low-level Scientologists would 
find this whole "Incident" simply too ridiculous to believe and may just re-evaluate what kind of 
"self-help religion" they thought they were joining in the first place. Dieter Detke was trying to 
awaken a few of us, I'm sure, but we, like any good Scientologists, were simply unwilling and 
deeply afraid of any such awakening. 


We were outraged about his actions--we honestly believed he wanted to harm us, if not physically, 
than at least impede our spiritual progress. And in the ever-litigious world of Scientology, we were 
consoled by OSA's assurances that "our lawyers are looking into it right now" for "copyright 
violations." Back at the OSA annex, we were delighted to be briefed on our press conference, 
which, it was said, went well, and to prepare for a picket at the Watergate, where the Germans 
would be dining before setting out for the hockey game at the MCI Center, after being debriefed on 
our experiences at the Friedrich-Ebert-Stiftung. Our excitement was big news, but the biggest news 
of the briefing was far more interesting--Sue Taylor had received an invitation to meet with the 
Enquete Commission and the State Department at State the following morning! The Commission 
did not know at the time of the new guest at their scheduled Thursday meeting at State, and we were 
very excited. Looking at the event through a Scientological prism, it was a 'big win.' Looking upon 
it now, I cannot but be bewildered that the U. S. State Department found it appropriate to take such 
a measure as to invite not only a Scientology representative, but an OSA representative--a 
representative of the private intelligence agency ofa so-called "religion," an organization that has as 
its basis spying upon and harassing its critics--to a meeting with a parliamentary commission of 
another nation. 


Abuzz with the news, we greeted the Germans at the Watergate as usual, waiting for the big green 
van, ignoring Thierry with his cell phone, and finally, when they arrived, alternately singing, 
chanting or merely staring with TR-0. The Commission members seemed slightly surprised to see 
Heidi--I wonder if they recalled her from the press photos of the Berlin demonstration or merely 
were surprised by the audacity of such a fundamentally anti-democratic organization as Scientology 
appropriating the symbol of freedom. Thierry and Carol talked for a bit, and it turned out they were 
in need of another person to dine with John from OSA DC at his table adjacent to the 
Commission's, who would be inconspicuous and who had the money to spend to eat at the hotel's 
somewhat pricey restaurant. Most of us were either lacking funds, not looking "upstat"enough after 
a day of picketing, or easily recognizable due to our constant picketing presence for three straight 
days. Heidi seemed the perfect choice (she even had a change of clothes and spoke fluent German, 
having emigrated from Denmark); however, it was decided that as a pretty, approximately six-foot 
tall woman with long platinum blonde hair who the Germans had passed only minutes before, she 
too would be a recognizable figure. Someone would have to come from OSA DC, it was decided, or 
John would have to dine alone beside the Commission. 


We all headed--except for Thierry, who returned to his cell phone--over to the diner across the 
street, before heading back to the OSA annex to pick up flyers for our demonstration at the MCI 
Center. On the way back to the annex, the longer-time Scientologists discussed their auditing, and 
when they discussed their wins, somehow, packed with 15 other Scientologists and an array of 
picket signs in the back ofa blue van, it all seemed possible. Arriving at the sports arena, we were 
somewhat late, and slightly surprised to see DC Org also there, flyering for their upcoming 
"Dianetics workshop." We didn't flyer with them, as we weren't supposed to be representing 
Scientology, after all, but general "freedom of religion." Our flyers briefly described the "religious 
bigots among you tonight" and condemned the Commission. They were quite hysterical in tone and 
attempted to appeal to patriotism, very neatly skirting the issue of Scientology. OSA was far more 
willing to discuss "persecution" of other groups--apparently due to the public's negative perception 
of Scientology. It seemed they only believed people would fall for our propaganda if they didn't 
know it was by or about us. Most of the hockey fans were aware of who we were it seemed (it was a 


regular flyering ground for DC Org), and if they were not, they must have found our flyering rather 
bizarre. Most people seemed to simply take them and throw them out; all I cared about was foisting 
one of our enormous number of flyers on everyone in sight--being as we were somewhat late, we 
had missed the Germans', and most of the attendees', entrance. We gave out all the flyers we could, 
and then headed back to the OSA annex, for what we thought was the conclusion to a long, long day 
of picketing--after all, it would be a very early morning again tomorrow, going off to the Watergate 
to waken with the Germans. 


However, when we arrived at the annex, we were told that since we hadn't distributed all the flyers, 
despite the fact that we were late, we would need to go back, after the game, to distribute the rest. 
Not one of us wanted to do it at first, but no one wanted to make other people go and distribute 
them either while we sat around or slept, and so all of us piled once again into the big blue van after 
a small wait to go back out and distribute more "religious bigot" flyers. When we saw the 
Commission's distinctive green transportation, it was as if we collectively got our second wind. We 
ran out of the van, flyers in tow, distributing them to MCI Center workers having a talk with union 
organizers, and other passers-by, and the first fans out of the game. I gave them to people who said 
they already got them; I figured if they weren't outraged, they needed to reread our flyer. I'm quite 
happy now to see that most people there were quite skeptical of our rather unimpressive attack 
flyers--that they recognized it as simply ranting; that although most of them, I'm sure, didn't identify 
it as nasty OSA dead-agenting, at least they recognized it as lies and/or hysteria. 


When we saw the green van begin to move, we ran up the street to catch them as they left. We 
wound up giving them flyers and harassing them, Manuel vociferously repeating his question about 
being evil, all of us asking what they had done against Scientology, what their crimes were, why 
they were trying to destroy our religion, why they didn't take their bigotry back home..I recall 
personally asking them "what have you done against Scientology?" over and over again, and "why 
do you hate freedom?" Manuel later praised me for being a "tiger," and "almost getting into the van 
with them." He was in actuality the most demonstrative of us all, and after we were done, after that 
little nasty exercise in "confronting", we were all high on what we were intent on seeing as our 
victory. The Germans didn't look happy, and we took this, celebrating on the way back to OSA in 
the big blue van, that "we introverted them! we turned them straight in on themselves!" One of our 
number said that they "had just lost the 1.1 and looked destroyed. We destroyed them!" We, the 
Scientologists, we the ones who saw ourselves as the bringers of spiritual freedom, the clearers of 
the planet, were delighting in nothing more than our ability to harass and destroy. Nevertheless, we 
celebrated and headed to the Adens' for the night with high spirits. 
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The morning was an early awakening; but it was no 
longer so cold--and excitement was in the air for us- 
-Sue Taylor was going to State! We were off to the 
Watergate, to start the day. Several passers-by asked 
us if we were Scientologists, and Maria answered in 
an polished and interesting fashion: "Well, we 
represent a coalition of minority religious groups 
being persecuted in Germany, including Jehovah's 
Witnesses, Muslims, charismatic Christians, 
Scientologists, and even Methodists. I don't think we 


have any Methodists here today, however." Nice Hubbardian "acceptable truth"! The passer-by was 
not hostile; she seemed merely curious, and yet still we lied as to our identity, and for no purpose. 
We were Scientologists, every one of us, and this protest was directed from OSA. We were merely 
the public "crusaders," part of an OSA operation, and we needed to deny our identity. 


Looking back, it is, however, reassuring that public opinion of Scientology is so low that 
Scientologists deny being Scientologists in order to receive public support--a method used by 
various Scientology front groups from time to time, including CCHR, Narconon and Applied 
Scholastics. When the Germans finally exited (yes, we spent a lot of time that week simply waiting 
for them to depart and arrive at various locations), we were ready and anxious to confront them. 
They spoke to us that morning as we interrogated them in usual fashion. One of the Commission's 
entourage--a Commission member or not, I'm not sure--said to me as I stood there, an inquisitor 
from the street for a cause I barely knew and scarcely yet believed, "Write to me in two years." 
Some other Scientologist replied, "To what prison should she address it?" eliciting giggles from our 
small crew, and I wondered what he meant--did he mean Scientology would be gone in two years, 
or that like the overwhelming majority of one-time Scientologists, I too would likely become an ex- 
Scientologist in that time? I think it was the latter, and I doubt he will ever see this--but, well, I'm 
out, and I'm happy to say it didn't take two years, and I'm sorry for the harassment, and I've come to 
recognize that true religious freedom includes the freedom to not be subject to mind control, and 
I've come to respect the German government's willingness to take on the organization that several 
U. S. agencies have caved into. 


As we headed over to the Annex, we discussed the Germans, and an interesting theory was offered: 
"What they really want is Scientology; all SPs want to control Scientology for their own. A few 
sessions of Expanded Dianetics would help them with that, but for now, we're more concerned with 
helping people who want to help others," which was met with agreement from all around. If the 
tech, however, was so effective and desirable, why put German Scientologists through all this 
alleged persecution? Why not give the Commission the auditing 
they apparently so secretly longed for? We had no "confront" at 
all on reality, looking back. 


It was off to the State Department now, and we waited for Sue 
Taylor to arrive as well as the Germans. We stood as instructed 
with TR-O in, while the Germans departed their green vehicle; 
we were once again armored with brochures and signs and 
"religious bigotry" leaflets, and we discussed excitedly what 
must be going on, how surprised they must be to see Sue Taylor 
there, and how much ofa win this was going to be for us..When 
the Germans finally left and we went back to the OSA annex, 
we awaited Sue's briefing on the meeting. Apparently, the 
Commission had not been expecting her presence, but she favorably impressed the State 
Department and the others present. She told us that she was able to turn the discussion from an 
investigation of Scientology into an investigation of the Commission--and of that, in part, I have 
little doubt--if OSA excels at anything, it is hurling enough accusations to turn attention to those 
who question Scientology's behavior and divert attention from themselves. Not only was Sue Taylor 


apparently successful, several of our number were going to Capitol Hill today to meet with their 
Congresspeople and were off to be drilled on Congressional visits before departing. 


In response to the Germans' meeting with American ex-Scientologists, OSA had issued a press 
release condemning one of the ex-Scientologists present, Arnie Lerma, as an "anti-Semite," 
associating him with the Liberty Lobby, of which he was not even a member. However, using tried- 
and-true dead-agenting methods, the press release centered on this "association" and "hit the 
Germans where it can do the most damage--anti-Semitism." Unlike Scientology's earlier press 
releases, this one was picked up by Agencie France-Presse, one of Europe's largest wire services. 
When the AFP wire came through on the fax, Sue actually jumped up and down with joy--despite 
the AFP article's caveat that the "accusation does not pan out upon research," Sue commented that 
"it didn't matter if AFP said it was true or not"--"what matters is that the connection has been 
made." 


Using the same press release, OSA was also able to obtain a letter from several rabbis criticizing the 
Commission for meeting with someone who they were told was a member of the "Board of Policy 
of the Liberty Lobby." It was a persistent campaign for OSA, and these rabbis were drawn into a 
conflict of long stead between Scientology, an American ex-member they had long harassed and 
sued, and the German government. It is a telling thing that Scientology was able to obtain press and 
support only through lies, and an even more telling one that OSA did not care if it was true, as long 
as people believed it may be--as long as it overshadowed reality. It was time for another briefing on 
the AFP report, which was relayed to us and read aloud; naturally, the Freidrich Ebert Stiftung's 
press release in response was ignored. Sue Taylor commented, once again ignoring the facts of the 
situation, that Arnie Lerma had been "declared [Suppressive] for using illegal drugs on post and not 
meeting our ethical standards," when his real crime was displeasing L. Ron Hubbard by falling in 
love with his daughter. "Acceptable truths" and lies once again combined to "fight suppression." 


Leisa Goodman was also at this particular briefing, as the topic shifted to the flyers distributed by 
Lerma outside the Friedrich Ebert Foundation. One chiropractor had noticed the reference to Lisa 
McPherson, and took the opportunity to ask Leisa about the situation, commenting that one of his 
patients, aware he was a Scientologist, had asked him. Leisa immediately started in on how, 
"Scientologists aren't allowed to die; they aren't allowed to rest in peace; Catholics die every day 
and it isn't investigated...."and went to comment that "Lisa's family had no problem with the 
Church; suddenly this aunt came out of nowhere and sued for $80 million dollars, and she's paying 
for her lawyers with money from Bob Minton--who is this banker in Massachussetts who is funding 
the lawsuit. She's a Scientologist, who had a car accident, and she died." 


No mention was made of the 17 days that Lisa spent wasting away in the Fort Harrison Hotel doing 
the Introspection Rundown, or of the fact that Scientologists did not take her to a hospital when she 
was obviously in need of medical care; or of the fact that she had lost 45 pounds in those 17 days 
following a fender-bender from which Lisa emerged physically unscathed but seemed emotionally 
unhealthy; or of the fact that the coroner's report on Lisa McPherson stated that she had died of bed 
rest and dehydration, and that the autopsy photos showed her body covered in cockroach bites. Bob 
Minton was accused of using the lawsuit against Scientology as an "investment," a "moneymaking 
scheme." The question was dismissed, and we were hustled off to our next picket. 


We picketed the embassy, and the Watergate--as the Enquete Commission were eating in their own 
hotel, and not reemerging for the night, we had an early night for a change--the next morning would 
be early again, as the Commission had a press conference and breakfast scheduled for early the next 
mane, and we were to be there, aber! to picket, with the letter from the rabbis in hand, and ready 
rs == to speak to the press. We were all told to be sure to 
look "upstat," in case we were interviewed by media. 
By this point, we already had several picket signs 
relating to the AFP article:"Why does German 
Commission meet American Anti-Semite?" 


In our pursuit of what we thought was "religious 
freedom" we were libeling on all sides--the Enquete 
Commission and Arnie Lerma. That night, as we lay 
in bed, a rare early night, Maria and I chatted about 
the old Cult Awareness Network--she had been one of 
the Scientologists who worked so hard to destroy 
CAN. We were discussing American "suppressives"--ones that I had knowledge of through my 
earlier reading of entheta on the Internet--and CAN, and she was telling the story of one of the old 
CAN conferences, and the Scientologists' disruption of it. Maria had entered the conference 
secretly, disguising her identity as a Scientologist and not being seen with the Scientologist 
protestors at the conference. 


When her duplicity was discovered, she was determined to speak from the floor, condemning 
"religious bigotry." She could not recognize that if Scientologists had merely not harassed, not 
interrupted, not attempted to intimidate conference-goers, they never would have been barred in the 
first place, and that lying in order to "spy" on the doings of a public conference was bound to reflect 
poorly on any "church" that would resort to such tactics against anyone who dared criticise it. She 
also mentioned another incident from the same conference; all of the Scientologists stood wearing 
T-shirts with unflattering portraits of Cynthia Kisser, CAN's executive director, outside the 
conference hall. When she emerged to enter the elevator, she was met with taunts and harassment 
from the Scientology representatives; and when she asked their names, as the elevator door closed, 
one young man answered, "Jack Mehoff." Rather illustrative of the "spiritually advanced" tactics of 
the Church of Scientology...but at the time, even this juvenile bit seemed funny. It was all about 
"confronting suppression," and "greatest good for the greatest number of dynamics," even if this 
meant harassment, lawsuits and even criminal activity. 


The next and final morning of our little crusade, Friday, February 27, was an early one. We were off 
to the OSA annex and then the Watergate, hopeful for press. One reporter came by and seemed 
moderately interested in talking with us, however, we did not see most of the press that attended the 
event; however, we remained outside, picketing and distributing the letter from the rabbis. Our signs 
centered on the patriotic "Learn from America--Religious Freedom Works," and the (falsely) 
alleged anti-Semitism of one ex-Scientologist. I would be returning to Philadelphia with 5 other 
women of Philly Org later that day after the Embassy protest; I would miss the final send-off at the 
airport. As we headed to the embassy for a march around the embassy property led by Maria and I, 
calling "Religious Freedom Now!" and responding, "Religious Freedom in Germany Now!" 


I was struck by how much I would miss the people I'd met. The people of Scientology can be 
wonderful, wonderful people, and it saddens me to know that everything we did was in the service 
of a mind control cult; I can only hope they all awaken--Maria, Carol, Donya, Bill, Heidi, Manuel, 
every crusader, and even Sue, Sylvia, Matt and Leisa--and go truly free, and that perhaps they can 
capture that same fervor, intensity and crusading spirit and use it in pursuit of something true and 
just. The people of Scientology are not the organization; the people of Scientology are victims too, 
and to a one, they would reject that characterization. I felt powerful that week, we all did. I felt 
lucky to be there, like I had met some of the greatest people I ever would meet, and that we had 
"crusaded" together for a just cause. I still think I met some great people there, and I hope we meet 
again some day, in a crusade for real justice this time. 


At that point, however, I was merely sad to be leaving, hugging my new friends goodbye, and 
chanting still as the six of us Philadelphians left the embassy protest to return to the Org. 


Part Five: Life at the Org 


After returning from DC, life fell back to familiar patterns at the Org. 
I received a "Very High Commendation" from the DSA for my work 
in DC, and I was once again ready to immerse myself in the world of 
Scientology; I was prepared to push the CLO EUS to the back of my 
mind. I had what I wanted in regards to the Sea Org--an estimated 
time of arrival May 29, 1998, in Clearwater, at the Flag Land Base. 
Barbel Light, the Flag Service Consultant EUS, was my recruiter, and 
Shannon Hoverson was my contact in Clearwater. 


In the interim period, and with little money, I, at the suggestion of ee 
several Philly Org staffers, including Samantha, the ED, sought to go Ce 

on staff at the Org; I did have several months before my SO contract was to be fulfilled, and the Org 
was severely understaffed. There was at the time, no one in Division One, or HCO. (Hubbard 
Communications Office); the Ethics Officer had been training at Flag for two years, and his return 
was awaited expectantly, and the HAS (HCO Area Secretary) position heading the division, which 
deals with communications, personnel and ethics, had been vacant for quite some time. Samantha 
served as ED, Ethics Officer, Registrar and HAS all at once; it is almost amazing that the Org 
managed to accomplish anything at all, as she was forced to spend the majority of her time "wearing 
the hats" of EO and Registrar; there are in Scientology, a constant "flow" of people and reports and 
statistics to Ethics; and without a Registrar, the all-important income of the Org would be non- 
existent. For all of her posts (she held about 25 posts directly from above), the Org managed to be 
fairly respectable; yet, at the level of severe understaffing the Org was in at the time, they were 
quite eager to have me serve as HAS, and as I would hold the personnel hat "from above," I should 
have been able to replace myself before going off to the Sea Org. 


Nevertheless, Barbel Light simply would not accept the plan, when presented by Samantha and 
Bonnie DiMartino, the Public Executive Secretary. Bonnie did win one concession, which the Org 
decidedly found celebratory--Barbel had promised to use her "terminals" in Flag to bring the Ethics 
Officer home. The Org, and most especially his wife Julianna, a staff member on the Technical 
Training Corps, awaited his return; and Chris himself, the EO in training, sought to return home, 


and yet every time he attempted to start his "routing form" to come back to Philadelphia, he was 
instead routed to another course. He had completed his EO training, but Flag did not wish to 
relinquish him--his every completion was, after all, a stat for them. When an organization such as 
Scientology, holds statistics up as infallible, it is almost inevitable that those statistics will be sought 
by any means, and inflated, and guarded jealously. It was hoped that with someone from Flag on 
our side, the EO could come home as soon as possible, see his wife and get on post.. 


When my desire to be on staff was denied, I instead decided to volunteer on Reception. The Org 
also had no receptionist, and although David Santiago, the Public Contact Secretary, was most 
commonly seen on Reception as opposed to body-routing or distributing promotional material, it 
was not uncommon for Samantha to be seen there as well...As a volunteer at the Org, it was very 
close to staff life at the Org; for I attended staff musters, and worked at the Org six days weekly, 
turned in statistics and performed my post duties. 


Soon exciting news for the Org came--Bonnie's son, Michael, was returning from England where he 
had been traveling, and would resume his post as Registrar; and not only that, but Ensign Ken 
Shapiro would be coming to the Org as a Remote Registrar for the American Saint Hill 
Organization (ASHO) in Los Angeles, to set up his East Coast Office. With Michael and Ken, we 
would have experienced, full-time Registrars, to get the all-important General Income stat up, to 
perhaps even bring Birthday Game honors to our perennially struggling Org. The Birthday Game, 
held yearly, was a contest to measure the rate of expansion among Orgs--the top three growing Orgs 
were honored on L. Ron Hubbard's birthday. It was another example of Scientology's pursuit of 
statistics above all...with goals of "5.4xing" Org stats and growing to the size of "Old Saint Hill." 


In the past, Philadelphia Org had been enduring difficult times. It had gone through four Executive 
Directors in four years, each in turn removed from "uplines," and it seemed that now, with 
Registrars to bring in the money, an Ethics Officer returning soon, and a well-liked ED, 
Philadelphia Org could be on its way to the top of the next Birthday Game; and that, as always, 
came along with promises of "Saint Hill Size" and good staff pay, release of additional OT levels, 
and Hubbard's "Universe Corps," to bring staff members to OT levels. The Org looked out at the 
future with almost desperate hope. 


That year, we knew there would be no Birthday Game honors for Philadelphia Org, languishing in 
the statistics, released weekly. Nevertheless, plans were on and everything was abuzz in preparation 
for the biggest event on the Scientology calendar--L. Ron Hubbard's birthday, the March 13 event, 
where Birthday Game winners were announced and Scientologists gathered worldwide to watch 
satellite presentations by International Management. Confirms were 
needed, and plans to be made--for event statistics must also impress 
"uplines." The night of the event, the Org was more crowded than I 
saw it before or since--around the dining tables were active publics, 
inactive publics, largely-offlines Scientologists who came to events, 
stalled clears, and people "on service" at Advanced Orgs. Despite 
the successful turnout, the event did not progress smoothly. It seems 
the satellite system had not been tested, the designated Satellite I/C 
~ not being in the Org that day, and was indeed broken. The ED was 
' onthe phone to International Management, asking them to delay the 


satellite broadcast (the event had been taped the previous night in Clearwater), and delay it again, as 
staffers sought out a satellite technician to repair the device at 8 PM on a Saturday night; the restless 
attendees stirred downstairs, asking each other if anyone knew what was going on, as staffers were 
dispatched to "handle" them and keep them downstairs; most remained firmly in the dark about the 
satellite problem, as time passed, and management refused to hold up the broadcast any longer and 
went ahead without us. 


Outside, meanwhile, one lone picketer strolled in front of the Org, his sign reading "Scientology: 
Germany is Right." The DSA, involved in finding a satellite technician to repair our system, sent 
out one of the course supervisors to "handle" him; she apparently failed in this quest, as she returned 
and he remained. I was curious about the picketer, wondering if he had arrived there due to Internet 
entheta, wondering what his motivations, his story, were. I still do; I'd like to talk to him, and picket 
with him sometime. Inside the Org, we all studiously pretended not to notice him, while whispering 
about him, about "religious bigotry" and about "one of the two-and-one-half percent," but I wonder 
now, looking back, how much of that was simply curiosity--how many of us in the Org that night 
would have liked to go out and simply talk, not to "handle," but to find out why he was here, and 
maybe shatter some of our own illusions in the process. 


He must have left when a technician was found to repair our satellite reception; and at long last, all 
went upstairs, to the Academy, to view the long-awaited presentation. David Miscavige had already 
spoken, and the event had progressed well into the speech of Mark Ingber, the chair of International 
Management's Watchdog Committee. Ingber was preparing to present the latest project for publics-- 
the Scientologist On-Line program, in which every Scientologist public would have a web page on 
the Internet, discussing his or her success in Scientology, and allowing publics to "FSM on the 
Internet." I immediately recognized (and I'm sorry to say, applauded) the program's true goal--to 
flood Internet search engines with enough pro-Scientology pages to block out the critical pages on 
the Internet. I was far from the only Scientologist to do so; in a conversation at the Org, another net- 
savvy Scientologist asked me, "Why didn't they just say 'We want to flood the net with theta."? It 
probably would be easier to recruit people to make pages!" I had no response to his question; but 
now I know, quite simply, that to Scientology management, PR is more important than honesty, and 
that they are quite willing to lie even when there is no reason to. 


In any case, most of the rest of the event went rather smoothly, although the satellite reception went 
on the blink once more near the end, as Miscavige discussed the plans for a new complex in 
Clearwater (the "Super Power building"), and needed to be turned off. The night shifted into one of 
dual purposes--of "hip-hip-hooraying!" the bust of "Ron," and eating "Happy Birthday 
Commodore" cake (a replica of one actually served to 
LRH one birthday); and of selling Ron magazines. Ken 
Shapiro took the lectern, and began to reg us all, ina 
group, to buy Ron magazines to send to bookstore 
employees to promote a coming re-issue of Have You 
Lived Before this Life? I must say it was an effective 
tactic; that Ken was a good reg, well-versed in parting 
individuals from their money. 


It did not take long for him to bring the crowd from initial 


slow offers to buy one, two, three magazines for distribution to a point where people were jumping 
up with larger and larger offers: "I'll buy ten!" "I'll take us to the quota for the night!", where those 
who bought were applauded and those who had not spoken were awaited, where to buy a magazine 
was to win the love and respect and admiration of all around, to win a round of applause, where to 
buy nothing was to disappear. It was a different and utterly appropriate character for the night; in 
the night where high stats were celebrated, in the end, the event was merely about money. 


It was pronounced a raging success. We were number one in Ron mag sales for the event; we had 
surpassed our quota. In the car on the way home, the Scientologist couple who drove me home 
discussed with me the event. We had all bought Ron mags, though none of us had the money. We 
had all wanted to be caught up in the good feelings, the comradeship of Scientologists, occuring in 
honor of the almighty dollar; rationally, all of us knew we really shouldn't have bought Ron mags, 
and yet we did. It was always difficult to confirm people for an event, and I think that was 
why..because in the end, every event was a sales pitch for something that the IAS or CSI, with all 
their millions, should have been able to buy on their own, and yet, for every new campaign and 
activity, it was the public at the ground level who subsidized everything, individually. 


I fell into the rhythm of Org life; I was the first from Philadelphia Org to have my Scientologist On- 
Line website up. Theoretically, I still attended college, although I came to the Org even on class 
days and was soon sleeping overnight at Scientologists' homes, and my page went up on the college 
webserver. I did not install the infamous ScienoSitter filter for several reasons: firstly, I didn't want 
to. I still read some of the "internet entheta" out there, I didn't believe it, but I wanted to keep track 
of what "enemies" and "SPs" were doing, and I did so quietly, not appearing or posting; secondly, I 
didn't need another copy of Netscape, which was already installed on my computer; and thirdly, as 
soon as I was called and informed that I had received "issue authority," I called Scientologists On- 
Line and gave them my username and password at Rutgers and let them install the page, as I knew I 
would not be at my computer for several days. This was the beginning of the webspam campaign, 
before such domains as ourhome.scientology.org were created to house pages written by publics 
who were, quite simply, not online. 


As a result, I became the local I/C for Scientologists On-Line. I attempted to seek out on-line 
publics, writing letters out and encouraging them to take the CD kits. I think that other Scientologist 
was correct when he said merely stating "We want to flood the net with theta" would have been 
more effective than the FSMing line--many publics were ambivalent about becoming FSMs, and 
when it was explained that one of the main points of the program was to overpower entheta on the 
Internet with Scientologist web pages, it often made for an easier time of it! Often the problem 
simply consisted of getting the publics to actually take the time to make their web pages, and get in 
their assorted legal and FSM agreements. At the time, the a 

campaign was promoted but not very intensively; it was 
later that most non-online publics became the "10,000 
Scientologists On-Line" when it was discovered that there 
were, quite simply, not enough Scientologists with Internet 
connections to make the project appear more than a joke. 


=<S. 


I was content with my post, and the Org did seem to be 
enjoying good times. Michael was an active and popular 


Registrar, and was quite capable of getting money; I recall him returning to the Org from various 
Reg visits with checks for several thousand dollars each time. Sometimes I wondered about the cost 
of services; I for one certainly couldn't afford Scn services and I wondered why they were priced in 
such a range as to be completely inaccessible to the average person, unwilling to part with 
everything he or she owned. From IAS membership rates (increased from $300 yearly to $450) to 
the decals on the Org front window advertising our acceptance of various breeds of credit cards, the 
whole organization at times struck me in unguarded moments by its immersion in the quest for 
money... 


Soon the Org was actually leading in the Birthday Game; or at least one of the leaders. It was a nice 
time in the Org, with a young group of friendly staffers, and our stats nicely rising, due to a wealthy 
core group of publics and active registrars..I read policy letters and wrote letters out; even 
Thursdays at 2 PM were a bit less intense when we were less uncertain about our statistics. Soon, I 
left school for Scientology--after all, I rationalized, I would soon be off to the Sea Org, and who 
needed college when one could clear the planet instead? I was congratulated all around for this from 
my fellow staffers. I wrote letters out (200 or so a week) from reception; we sent out lots of mail as 
an Org, it certainly kept us upstat on Letters Out and Bulk Mail Out but must have annoyed the 
recipients of our personally-written junk mail onslaught. In fact, the higher our stat for letters out 
and bulk mail out, the higher number of irate calls I received from people demanding removal from 
our mailing list for themselves, previous residents of their homes, or dead relatives. Returned mail 
stacked up in the comm center, as the Treasury Secretary, far too busy with Financial Planning and 
the computer system, never had time to remove names from the mailing list. 


Staff life at the Org was largely comradely; Bonnie was known to have a rather volatile relationship 
with several staffers--she put in immense amounts of time at the Org and expected the same from 
everyone; she would be furious with David, her junior, for napping in the Public Film Room, for 
example, or for being slow distributing promotional material--and yet, what else could be expected? 
Staffers nearly all worked two jobs; those that did not were married to someone with a full-time 
"wog job". It was a full day at the Org, then a night shift for most, often as a waiter or bartender, 
and then at times, especially Wednesday nights, the night before stats were due, and Thursday 
nights, of mandatory staff meetings, back to the Org again. Tim Lomas, the DSA, stayed at the Org 
until 2 AM or later many nights, having worked his "wog job" as a PR director for a local charity 
consortium during the day. Staffers did this for no to little compensation--despite the vast earnings 
of Scientology, Orgs funded themselves, and when finance stats were not high enough, staffers went 
without pay, sometimes for weeks on end. 


I recall one week, a week staffers did not get paid, when one staff member, discussing his time at 
Flag, recalled that it took in over 5 million dollars weekly in income. "Uplines" did not lack for 
money, but the slave labor of Sea Org and org staff certainly did. Most staffers shared apartments 
with one another, or remained at home with family; the majority were young, second-generation 
Scientologists, some more devoted, some more in search of free courses and auditing. There were 
attempts from time to time to glamorize the difficult lifestyle of an org staffer, and various carrots 
were held out before the staffers,collectively--to go "Saint Hill Size"--"no one would have to 
moonlight then!" A somewhat strange poster hung on the stairs to the basement denouncing 
"moonlighting," with a cartoon depicting an FBI agent paying a Case Supervisor to work for him, 
saying "You'll never make it anywhere in an Org." Despite such official frowning, moonlighting 


was a necessity if there was to be an org staff, certainly no one 
could afford the life without a second job. 


Bonnie once confronted Dave as he sought to leave for an 
interview at a higher-paying restaurant than the one where he 
currently tended bar; "how dare you put your wog job before 
the Org!?" she asked him, offended and astounded. And he 
put off the interview, but not before commenting that he 
needed to live. That fact was and is quite simply not regarded 
by CoS, its policies or its management, and staffers 
themselves get sucked into the same trap, denouncing as out- 
ethics those who would care for their own existence. There 
was indeed a time, about a month before I joined Scientology, 
when two staffers, without "wog jobs", and therefore no 
means of support, were actually forced to live in the Org, 
sleeping in the Academy and showering in the Purif. 


Staff life was always intense; even Dave Santiago described his distribution of promo as "going out 
to save the world," and when stats were due, it reached a fever pitch. Every Thursday morning, 
Samantha or Michael had a list of names of people, usually all Scientologist chiropractors whose 
calls must go through; they were the names who would bring in the week's General Income, the 
names who could be counted on for a thousand or two to appease uplines. And as the clock 
approached two, everyone moved in a flurry of activity, headed to raise their personal statistic as 
fast as possible, as much as possible; when the fateful time approached, the phone would ring 
incessantly as various people from the CLO would call, only to be avoided by their respective 
juniors at the Org, who were busy preparing the stats the CLO demanded. 


And demand they did; the Sea Org on the phone was never a pleasant experience. They did not take 
"no" for an answer; they demanded to speak to their juniors now and would not accept their 
unavailability; they would not accept busy signals, they would order me to go to their respective 
offices and tell them to get on the phone. Every Thursday around 2 PM was madness in the Org; it 
was desperation and intensity and short tempers and hopes of enough of an "upstat" to appease the 
incessant calls of uplines. 


Meanwhile, Clearwater called me. Shannon and Barbel and 
people from their offices, asking me to come down now, as I 
was needed now. They were seeking their stats too, and I almost 
felt guilty for not going down. They talked a good game, that 
was for sure. Yet, how to explain to them that I had a life, and a 
family that loved me and liked having me around, without one 
of them looking for SPness in my family and PTSness in 
myself? They couldn't see outside their world of "greatest good 
for greatest number of dynamics" and "in-PR." As long as I 
"handled" my loved ones appropriately, and "kept my TRs in," I 
could come to Flag, and humanity and emotions were all to be 


pushed aside. The constant calls rankled and irritated me; after all, I had promised them my eternity, 
and yet they were compelled, for the sake of statistics, to demand that eternity start tomorrow. 


I was drawn to the Sea Org, to that sense of excitement, to the cachet of ultimate commitment. 
"Everything's an adventure from here on in," several people said to me when I signed my contract, 
and that held an undeniable appeal. The world of Philadelphia Org was far more comfortable than 
that of the Sea Org, and far looser. In fact, the more I read of Scientology policy letters (I would 
frequently sit at my desk and read the Green Volumes), the more I wondered if I was made for such 
an organization. The tone, the feel of the PLs seemed less like a world of any great crusade or 
caring band, it seemed instead to represent a world where finance was king, statistics the rule, and 
conformity applauded above all. Scientology reaches out, in the name of recruitment, to the impulse 
toward individuality and creativity; and the Scientology world takes that creativity, takes that 
individuality and remolds it into the shape of "standard ethics; standard tech; standard admin." No 
longer is it a question of "thinking for yourself," but one of thinking like Ron, of becoming LRH...of 
becoming so totally a Scientologist that the individual is lost. 


I was not in for very long; I was lucky. I know I lost part of myself there though; I know I remolded 
myself to fit a new model of perfection, to refit myself in the model of the mythical Ron. I had 
always been an avid newspaper reader; in Scientology, I rarely browsed the news. I had always 
loved to write, fiction and non-fiction, and to speak; when I was in, I lost a great amount of my own 
style. I even dressed differently, and wore little makeup--no changes prescribed by dictate, but by 
the world of Scientology, by the desire to be "upstat," to have my "ethics in." Sometimes I was able 
to step back from this new world, this new self, and wonder "Why am I doing this? Why am I here? 
Do I even believe in this?" I would read something, like History of Man and half accept it 
uncritically, just absorb what I was reading, and go on, and half wonder in what kind of insanity it 
was I was now involved. 


But the people there were wonderful people--the staffers and the public; we all were there for what 
we thought was the best cause possible. We thought we were freeing ourselves, and each other, and 
the world, from the traps imposed by, at the basic level, our own minds. We were "going free," and 
taking the world with us. And so Thursdays at two were tolerable, and even simple body routing or 
promo distribution became "saving the world". I loved to watch event videos; to watch Scientology 
movies; I thought I was watching the people who were spearheading the fight, leading the way to a 
Clear Planet, to Total Freedom. 


That's why when the truth becomes obvious, when reality bursts in, when the crimes of Scientology 
are suddenly made clear, it has such an effect on most publics and staffers. Because people don't 
know, they have the slightest hints at times, but they don't have a clue what is going on. None of 
them would stay if they did. Scientologists, as a whole, are kind, friendly, intelligent and caring 
people who honestly believe they are serving a good cause; they have no idea what kind of 
criminals they are serving as slaves, benefactors, and guards. 


The indications, to me, came through slowly. I had seen "entheta" before I joined Scientology; I had 
seen enough to recognize some of what was going on. My faith in Scientology as an organization 
began to crumble at the CLO EUS, because I was a Scientologist for freedom and the people there 
seemed quite willing to deny me just that. The night I left the CLO, I came home to my 


dormitory,and revisited critical web sites on the Internet. I almost wrote, I almost spoke up, but fear 
kept me from doing so. And my doubts, obscured amidst fighting the "enemy," came to life again in 
the day-to-day life of the Org, when new reasons arose, and all the illusions came apart once again. 


I knew of the excesses of "reg cycles;" I knew what went on at Flag. I 
knew one family who, once fiscally solvent, now had nothing. All of their 
credit cards maxed out, their home second-mortgaged, who, on a trip to 
Flag, had given their last $2,000 in a reg cycle for the International 
Association of Scientologists. On their last trip, she was presented with a 
list by a registrar and told she needed to purchase more auditing. She had, 
literally, nothing, and told the registrar so--nonetheless, she was told to 
call the names on the list, the names of wealthy Scientologists in the 
Clearwater area. She didn't want to, she told the registrar so, but it was in 
defeat and resignation that she called; she now owes $8000 on the credit card of someone in 
Clearwater she doesn't know. I knew their desperation, their sense of being bled, milked dry, of 
betrayal. They are still in, still pursuing their dreams of spiritual freedom, hoping to hold out against 
the next reg cycle. 


When they would tell me about the registrars, I knew they were telling the truth--loyal 
Scientologists, active publics, going "up the Bridge." And the question remained, why the money, 
and where does it go? Because staffers could never afford to live on what they were paid, because 
Sea Org living conditions were not the stuff of $5 1/2 million dollars weekly income--at the Flag 
Land Base in Clearwater alone. I saw every week, the quest for money at the Org, the list of names 
who must be passed through to registrars as soon as they called--the chiropractors and WISE 
members--often also Patrons of the [AS--who delivered the org's income weekly, and the staff still 
going without pay or with very little pay. 


I remembered reading about one company before I had joined Scientology--Tradenet. Run by 
Scientologists and investigated by the Florida Attorney General's office, a transcript existed of a 
company meeting in which company founder Erwin Annau was set up as the scapegoat for all of the 
company's troubles, the problems faced by the company laid out in thick Scientologese by its 
directors and WISE consultant Brian Andrus, all laid against Annau for causing "out-PR." I saw the 
name of Annau in passing in Scientology--listed as completing various services at Flag in the back 
of Source magazine. 


It was with some shock and surprise then, that one day at the "comm center," on the staff bulletin 
board, that I noticed one of the distinctive tackings-up of Ethics, on goldenrod paper--a 
"Suppressive Person Declare" for Erwin Annau. I read over the thing quickly, finance crimes, it 
sounded like the transcript I'd read before I was a Scientologist. Too close to be comfortable, too 
close to the scapegoating--and frightening, because it meant that that scapegoating hadn't merely 
been some form of internal corporate politics, that it was far more than that, that it was conspiracy-- 
to the highest levels of Scientology, to CSI itself. I walked back to reception shocked, thinking of 
the declare of Erwin Annau, that one who had been scapegoated to save PR for his company was 
now the victim of the same for his "religion," which had been the force behind the company all 
along; the "religion" in whose name, for whose benefit all the "finance crimes" had been committed 


in the first place. It was a jarring event. It meant that at least some of what I'd seen on the Internet 
was true; that the "enemies" were speaking the truth. 


The Org began to reshape itself; the Ethics Officer returned from Flag at long last--he had done the 
full "Golden Age of Ethics" program, soon to be released everywhere; it did free up Samantha to 
spend more time as Executive Director and less as Ethics Officer.. The Org continued to sit atop the 
Birthday Game, and it seemed things were going well. I knew Michael, the registrar, came to the 
Org late at times, or missed staff musters, or wished for more money, that he'd come back from an 
"unauthorized" trip; but still, we were "upstat", leading in the Birthday Game, and so it was with 
some surprise that I viewed the notice that he was to have a Court of Ethics. And apparently he had 
his ethics handling, and the matter was resolved, or so I thought--until one day, Michael was gone. 
He'd blown; he had a "wog job" now at a restaurant. Without Michael, we were once again without 
a registrar, and it showed up in the stats. Within weeks of the return of Ethics, the org was downstat 
and rapidly descending in the Birthday Game standings. Michael's absence was never addressed, but 
discussed as gossip--"Oh, he must have had so many overts; to blow so soon after the Ethics Officer 
returned..." It was not much longer before Aaron, one of the Course Supervisors, blew as well. 


It was therefore almost inevitable that "uplines" would begin to investigate what was going wrong 
at Philadelphia Org, and try, in their way, to correct it. The night Scientologist singer Harriet 
Schock came to perform at the Org, she was greeted by a spotless Org, as her concert was to be 
followed by a Sea Org recruitment presentation delivered by uniformed emissaries from the CLO 
EUS, and Samantha, as ED, had wanted to do her best to impress them. Staffers were often called to 
the CLO EUS, for various reasons, and especially Samantha and Bonnie, the ED and PES, the two 
leading executives at the Org. And it was not long before we came in to the Org one morning to be 
greeted with the news that Samantha was no longer the Executive Director. She had been replaced 
by Bonnie. On the official document, there was no mention of the abrupt statistical decline, or the 
two blown staffers. There was only a mention of a non-existent HCO (certainly true, but a long- 
standing problem) and of unspecified unimplemented "New Era of Management programs." It 
continued that Samantha would become the Registrar, and that she would be sec-checked. 
Philadelphia Org had lost yet another ED. Samantha appeared that day to be as cheerful as ever. She 
was quite suited to being a Registrar; she was open and friendly and welcoming; she was well-liked. 
There were few people further apart in their styles of relating to people than Samantha and Bonnie. 
It was the beginning of the end for me. 


Part Six: Entheta Again and Out 


Bonnie was an ED with a taste for Ethics, and a 
great desire to please "uplines." She was not 
beloved as Samantha was. In fact, she had a 
tendency to berate staffers and alienate recruits-- 
one woman, recruited to replace Bonnie at PES, 
was pushed to tears in Bonnie's office as she 
explained that she could not work longer hours on 
staff, she needed her "wog job" to live, and she 
needed time with her young daughter. This same 
woman was appalled at the news; many found it hard to believe. re was so well-liked within 


the Org, where Bonnie had friends and admirers, but also opponents--one young man who had quit 
staff because of her, people who she had targeted with her style of "ethics presence." She could be 
warm, but easily biting. I had admired her "toughness," myself; I was not opposed to her as ED. 


What I did oppose was the way the change was forced upon us--the way we had no say, could not 
explain that people didn't want to join staff, that those who had blown had other issues, and hadn't 
blown because of Samantha. The way it was imposed from above, upon us; we were merely 
informed of the decision from uplines, arbitrary as it seemed to many of us. Philadelphia Org had 
gone through too many EDs already, and Samantha had won loyalty among many staffers. It 
amazed many people that Samantha, who was Clear, had been replaced by Bonnie, whose most 
advanced Scientology involvement had been her completion of the Purification Rundown. Still, I 
think for many, and definitely for me, the offense came in the lack of consultation, in the lack of 
choice--that we, who knew the Org far better than the CLO EUS did were never asked what we 
thought. 


Bonnie immediately started me on a campaign to get all the Scientologist On-line websites up--a 
quota of 200, handed down from RTC, for an Org with a list of active publics numbering 183. I was 
given a mailing list of active publics, and a form letter from the DSA. Taking the list home, using a 
database program on my computer, I created the letters and sent them out the next day, complete 
with forms to be completed, whose contents I would then enter in the Org computer. Scientologists 
On-Line were becoming Scientologists off-line rather quickly, and Philadelphia's letter was one of 
the earlier occasions of direct-mailing out the forms for the sites. Bonnie was feeling incredible 
pressure from uplines, and that pressure came down hard on staffers. It was not an uncommon sight 
to see staff lined up outside the Ethics Officer's office in the early days of Bonnie's tenure as ED. 


Meanwhile, I was no longer looking forward to leaving for Clearwater. I was desperate to get in as 
much of ordinary life as I could before I left; I was sent into despair by the sight of a movie poster 
advertising a movie I wouldn't really want to see--but that I knew I never could, because I would be 
at Flag, on the EPF or in the Sea Org, by the release date. Signing the SO contract was a decision I'd 
never wanted to make in the first place, and it was becoming clearer and clearer. I'd been avoiding 
entheta on the Internet at all costs, but the closer my arrival date loomed, the more tempted I 
became. I was seeing what was going on at the Org, and I didn't like it; I was disillusioned by the 
money-lust, disaffected by the lack of democracy. There weren't any enemies to fight, and the 
bloom was quickly fading. 


Dianetics Day was approaching. May 9, Dianetics Day, celebrated the anniversary of the 
publication of Dianetics. While Los Angeles and Clearwater celebrated on that day, the Class V 
Orgs around the world celebrated instead one week later, on the 16th. As the event approached, the 
first with Bonnie as ED, my doubts increased. I could not confide in anyone at the Org--I knew 
from the CLO what would happen--discussions with the EO, the hauling out of references on 
PTSness and SPs, the questions designed for me to implicate someone else in my doubts. I wasn't 
interested in implicating anyone; I was interested in the truth. I was beginning to view Scientology 
almost from the outside; I was taking an objective position, watching the Org almost, even as I 
participated in its activities, and remaining unimpressed. I asked myself if I could believe in the 
more bizarre aspects of Hubbard's cosmology, if I could accept this, if I really could use any means 
necessary to fight "enemies" of this organization. If it really was a religion. Why everything cost so 


much. Why there were so many secrets and tests and security checks. All the questions I'd pushed 
aside came to the forefront, needing answers before I sent myself to Clearwater, before I arrived to 
fulfill that billion-year contract. 


back to Operation Clambake, back to alt.religion.scientology. Back to 
the search for truth...and newly recognizing it when I found it. I didn't 
need to have experienced the catalogue of horrors of which I read to 
know I was reading the truth. And at that moment, I got ready to leave 
Scientology--because I was relying on "suppressives" for truth, to find 
out the real story. As long as my "enemy" was the source of truth, all 
the "tech" on handling suppressives, on PTSness, on ethics, faded away. 
It wasn't relevant anymore, and it was turning out more and more that my "enemy" was instead my 
advocate. I got myself a new AOL account (onescio@aol.com) and an alias, and went to IRC, to 
#scientology, to find someone who could help me get out of the Sea Org contract, and find my way 
toward truth. 


| I went back online, back to the old entheta pages. Back to FACTNet, 


I had gone there months before, as "theta." I had battled with the critics, online, looking for answers 
and hiding my doubts behind a veneer of fighting suppression; taking up the cause of Scientology as 
a public Scientologist. I was determined to prove I was not OSA; when offered the opportunity, I 
called one of those critics at home, Keith Henson. Keith and I talked for an entire prepaid phone 
card, in the phone booth in my dormitory hall; I had not yet left school for Scientology at the time. I 
think I even called him "evil;" I regret it wholeheartedly, and perhaps some of what he said to me 
seeped through the walls I had built--that even when I was decided to stay pure of entheta 
influenced, it was simply impossible to hold back the flow of truth for too long.. 


I returned again, as "onescio," seeking out an ex-Scientologist who could advise me, as a current 
Scientologist, on my situation with the Sea Org. I found many supportive people, and on that first 
night there, Friday night, the night before Dianetics Day, I found Arnie Lerma, and we chatted. We 
chatted for hours, and we talked about the Sea Org and Scientology; he had been in for years, in 
charge of finance and publications, and out for years, sued and harassed by Scientology and OSA. It 
was a conversation I couldn't forget; I had gone into it wanting to get out of an SO contract, I had 
come out ready to leave Scientology. 


Another shift in my thinking had taken place in my coming to ARS and IRC, in my discussion with 
Arnie--namely, I had come to depend on "enemies" and "suppressives" for support, advice and 
truth. Over a period of several hours, those who I would have done anything to combat became 
apparent to me as my advocates. At that point, I firmly believe nothing could have returned me to 
the state of mind ofa truly devoted Scientologist; for the whole "tech" on "SPs" and "enemies," and 
"PTSness" and "handling" had simply fallen apart. When one who has been consigned to the evil 2 
1/2% of the population becomes a Scientologist's pipeline to sanity, when all the worries which are 
used to drive the rank-and-file Scientologists as far as possible from their natural allies fall away, 
there is nothing left in CoS for a Scientologist. That Scientologist is free, can live without fear, can 
come out of the organization. That Scientologist is ready for an open mind. 


And that's where I was that night, my mind opened, my thoughts racing, preparing for the next day's 
big event. The next morning and afternoon, the Org was full of preparation. We were renting the 
auditorium at the Friends School nearby for the event, and so much equipment needed to be moved 
to the School; we had also hired a satellite technician to be on call should anything go wrong. We 
had several staff musters; the emphasis that day was on our quota for sales of TRs courses; a new 
film on TRs was to be released that night, and the film was to be used to "hard sell" TRs courses to 
the publics in attendance--to the tune of $50,000.00, a ridiculous amount. We were also given sheets 
of staff recruitment drills--another priority--and I was to concentrate on getting publics’ 
Scientologists Online forms. I had made sure to return the mailing list I had to Bonnie for one 
reason; I knew this might very well be my last day at the Org. 


After the afternoon muster, I was sick--sick of $50,000.00 worth of TRs courses and the "uplines" 
which had given us the quota in the first place. We could not just have an event; no, what was 
instead required was a monetary quota, a financial battle plan. We had to prepare for the publics, to 
extort their money from them as they felt most like Scientologists; as Scientology "celebrated the 
48th anniversary of Dianetics," it was interesting indeed to see the event from the other side, as 
merely another method of extracting money from members. I was disgusted by the greed of the 
organization, and I knew my disillusionment was final. I pulled out my prepaid phone card, sitting 
at reception, when the lobby was empty, and called Arnie. (he'd given me his phone number the 
night before). He must have been surprised not only that I called but that I was doing so from the 
Org; I had to hang up earlier than I intended when both the Ethics Officer and ED appeared on 
either side of me. 


I returned to event preparations. I got ready to sell people on Scientologists Online. I actively 
pushed forms on all the publics present--which was indeed a disappointing crowd of about 60, 
considering the LRH Birthday event had been attended in far larger numbers. I got away during 
"TRs in Life" to go call Arnie back from a pay phone in the Friends School--I'd found a phone in a 
location which was far enough away from the DSA PRO and DSA Esto, Bruce Thompson and John 
Hanlon, who were standing at the front doors as "Security." We talked for a bit about the event, and 
about leaving. I was sure now, and to some extent I was sad--I knew I would miss my friends there 
at the Org; I also, however, knew it was necessary, and it was time. I returned to the event, to the 
humorous presentation by some of the staff members of "Academy (for "Scientology Academy") 
Awards"; I won mine for "best volunteer." After the event at the school, we all headed back to the 
Org for refreshments; by the volcano cake, I talked to another woman present about the cover of 
Dianetics. She told me she'd seen the "60 Minutes" program, and that she wondered if the cover had 
anything to do with OT II; I, feigning innocence (and I'm not sure why), asked her what she'd 
heard. She gave me a quick rundown of the same OT III story I'd heard. She was to drive me home 
that night, and she and I soon left. On the way back home, she and I talked about_"60 Minutes" and 
OT III. "I wonder if it's true," she said; I knew it was, and still said nothing. 


Coming home from the event, I went upstairs, returning to the computer; talking to Arnie Lerma, to 
Frank Oliver, to Stacy Young, calling Stacy on the phone and speaking with her--and learning that 
Lara, my EPF I/C from the CLO EUS was out now, too; I was finally decided. I was leaving 
Scientology. I was returning to college, or I would be in the fall. I had learned the truth at last, and I 
was back on the road to freedom. 


I began to post to alt.religion.scientology, and soon began 
to use my real name. I still post there quite a bit, and I'm a 
regular on IRC #scientology. Amazingly enough, the 
American Family Foundation held its annual conference 
in Philadelphia two weeks after I left Scientology, and 
there I was able to meet those who helped me on my 
journey toward truth, and see Lara for the first time since 
leaving the CLO. I'm proud to be as "suppressive" as I can 
be. 


I'm attending Camden County College this semester, and 
looking forward to transferring elsewhere. I'm learning in the real world, I'm past my own 
disillusionment, and I want to make as many others as I can aware of the dangers of cults and mind 
control. I've learned a lot on this journey; and the main lesson has been that freedom of the mind is 
an incredibly precious thing. I hope to help anyone in any way I can regain their own freedom of 
mind, and prevent others from relinquishing that freedom to mind control organizations like 
Scientology. I love being active on the Internet, and I will always speak out against Scientology and 
strive to do my best to expose its true nature--its fraudulence, criminality and mind control tactics. I 
can only hope to emulate those who are doing an excellent job exposing CoS for what it is, to work 
with them and to, perhaps, help someone, the way so many true crusaders for real freedom helped 
ine, 


I'm a free being now, and I couldn't be happier. 


Charlotte L. Kates 


See also: 


e Declaration of Charlotte L. Kates submitted in the appeal of RTC v. Henson 
e Scientologists picket my home, April 26, 1999! 


